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Middle  School  Citerary  Mcigazine 

Volume  II 

It  is  with  great  pleasure  that  we  present  Volume  II  of  the  Middle  School 
Literary  Magazine,  comprising  a  cross-section  of  the  students’  creative  writing 
from  spring  and  summer  1996.  Once  again,  we  have  aimed  to  provide  a  single 
forum  for  many  voices.  As  with  Volume  I,  the  second  volume  contains  a  rich 
mosaic  of  writing  styles  and  subjects,  ranging  from  passages  of  description  and 
opinion  to  rhyming  and  non-rhyming  poetry.  Much  of  the  students’  writing  was 
inspired  by  this  term’s  set  texts;  novels  such  as  To  Kill  a  Mockingbird  generated  a 
wealth  of  feeling  which  found  its  expression  in  poetry  and  prose.  For  your 
enjoyment  we  have  also  included  samples  from  the  Grade  Eight  Illustrated  Ballad 
Competition.  Finally,  two  Grade  Eight  students  were  recent  winners  in  the  Royal 
Commonwealth  Essay  Competition;  Christopher  Cheung  placed  first  in  Quebec  in 
the  12-14  age  group,  and  Seth  Ross  placed  second  in  the  14-16  age  group.  Their 
winning  essays  are  reproduced  at  the  end  of  the  magazine. 

This  magazine  would  not  have  been  possible  without  the  dedicated  and 
good-natured  efforts  of  this  term’s  editors: 

Jon  Simonetta  8A 
Henry  Buszard  8A 
Alexis  Asselin  8A 
Russell  Fraser  8B 
Seth  Ross  8B 
Christian  Meguerditch  8C 
Alex  Brule-Brosseau  8C 

Special  mention  and  sincere  thanks  should  also  go  to  our  two  consultants, 
Sam  Walker  and  Tim  Dobby.  Last,  but  definitely  not  least,  we  would  like  to 
thank  our  graphics  advisor,  Mark  Hoffman,  who  stoically  produced  the  front 
cover  yet  again! 

The  Middle  School  English  Teachers 


Miscellaneous  Prose 


Of  Moth  and  Weeds 


Some  time  ago,  while  I  was  composing  a  poem  for  a  certain  scholastic  assignment,  I 
sighted  a  moth  hovering  insouciantly  above  my  head.  It,  alighting  on  the  periphery  of  the  bureau  at 
which  l  happened  to  be  seated,  reposed  in  quiescence;  and  l,  upon  concluding  the  object  of  my 
industry,  rendezvoused  as  I  uprooted  the  former  from  its  peaceful  siesta  and  considered 
terminating  its  existence.  Upon  sensing  the  pressure  of  my  grasp,  the  insect  instinctively  fluttered 
its  wings,  but  to  no  noticeable  avail.  It  was  at  that  moment  that  the  moth’ s  struggle  for  freedom  and 
survival  flashed  over  my  conscience.  /  unlatched  the  window  and  liberated  it. 


I  often  would  stop  on  the  road,  during  a  walk,  to  venerate  a  resilient  weed  which,  despite 
the  insufficient  water  and  soil,  had  forced  its  way  through  a  crack  in  the  hard  cement  and  had 
germinated  to  its  full  size.  I  admired  its  perseverance  and  determination  to  flourish  for  a  mere 
ephemeral  existence,  only  to  perish  a  short  time  afterwards  -  a  sight  evanescent  in  most 
consciences,  yet  immortal  in  mine. 

To  me,  the  annual  occasion  of  visiting  my  pediatrician  was  always  an  opportunity  to 
borrow  his  stethoscope  and  listen  to  the  rhythmic  pulsing  of  my  heart.  What  I  hear,  I  know,  is  my 
life  and  existence,  epitomized  in  that  fragile  yet  dynamic  thudding  heartbeat.  The  cache  of  potendal 
embodied  in  this  life,  I  also  know,  depends  on  the  way  in  which  I  use  it.  Maximum  benefit  or 
frivolous  existence  is  a  matter  of  choice  which  I  alone  have  to  make. 

Life  is  short  and  follows  more  or  less  the  same  monotonous  pattern  of  learning,  working, 
aging  and  dying;  much  of  it,  if  well  conceived,  could  be  very  eventful  and  enjoyable.  Let  our 
imagination  and  creativity  do  the  mapping,  but  our  determination  and  discipline  manipulate  it  into 

something  meaningful,  gratifying,  and  with  unlimited  possibilities... 


Christopher  Cheung 
Form  VIII 


A  Man  And  His  Dream 


If  I  were  to  return  in  the  footsteps  of  one  of  my  grandparents,  the  footsteps  would  belong 
to  my  grandfather,  Bernard  Parent.  He  was  one  of  the  kindest,  funniest,  and  most  thoughtful  mei 
I  have  met  in  my  entire  life.  He  is  in  a  way  my  hero.  He  assumes  that  position  because  of  the 
time  he  gave  me  and  because  he  was  in  the  air  force. 

Bernard  was  one  heck  of  a  person;  he  was  born  into  a  family  with  thirteen  other 
brothers  and  sisters,  fought  in  World  War  II  and  in  all  this  managed  to  raise  three  children  all 
while  being  married.  Tragically,  he  died  in  1986  leaving  me  with  only  a  few  photographs, 
stories,  and  faint  memories  of  his  illness.  He  came  from  a  long  family  of  hockey  players  and  at 
the  age  of  thirteen  played  on  the  school  hockey  team. 

If  I  could  switch  places  with  him  I  would  choose  it  to  be  the  day  of  his  city  championship 
game  where  according  to  my  grandmother  the  score  was  two-two  in  the  final  period  with  forty- 
five  seconds  remaining  where  he  scored  the  winning  goal  in  the  last  twenty  seconds. 

To  me  my  grandfather  is  an  inspiration  because  of  his  many  achievements  and  I  hope  tha 
one  day  I  can  be  as  successful  as  he  was.  Another  time  that  I  would  like  to  have  traded  places  wit 
him  would  be  when  he  was  to  fly  over  seas  to  go  into  combat. 

My  grandmother  was  pregnant  with  about  a  week  left  and  my  grandfather  was  leaving  to 
go  overseas.  The  next  day  when  my  uncle  was  born  he  called  the  military  base  in  New  Brunswic 
and  told  them  about  his  newborn  son  and  they  granted  him  a  week  of  time  off  to  be  with  his  first 
child  and  wife.  As  luck  had  it  peace  was  signed  while  he  was  in  flight  towards  Europe  to  go  into 
combat. 


My  Grandfather  was  also  a  diabetic  and  being  terrified  of  needles  didn't  help  that  at  all. 
His  fear  of  injections  has  always  and  will  always  stay  with  me  because  it  is  one  of  those  little 
things  that  lasts  forever  but  never  fades  away.  In  fact  it  is  so  strong  because  he  used  to  pay 
people  to  take  injections  for  him  and  to  pretend  that  they  were  him.  Trading  places  with  my 
grandfather  would  be  both  an  honour  and  a  pleasure  because  of  his  hard  work  and  achievements; 
these  are  the  reasons  why  I  chose  him  to  trade  places  with. 


Jonathan  Hewitt  8C 


Seaweed  Philosophy 

Tendrils  of  grass  move  with  the  rigorous  movement  of  the  waves.  My  friend 
once  said  to  me  that  people  are  like  seaweed.  I  asked  him  the  reason  for  his  comment. 
He  said  that  he  couldn’t  explain.  I  have  discovered  the  reason.  The  mind  is  slippery- 
green  and  part  of  a  thing  greater  than  it.  The  seaweed  slips  through  transparent  blue, 
mimicking  thoughts  of  the  mind.  The  salty  screech  emanating  from  the  seasick  weed  is 
that  of  a  human. 

Some  seaweeds  dance  in  strange  movements,  travelling  vast  trenches  to  the 
depths  of  the  mind.  Thoughts  are  seaweed,  penetrating  cells  in  the  rolling  sea  of  the 
mind.  We  are  the  mirrors  of  the  seaweed,  imitating  the  waltz  they  brew  in  the  crests  of 
the  waves.  They  are  higher  than  us,  and  more  intelligent.  They  have  learned  to  drift 
through  time  as  nothing. 

Eric  Cassils  8C 

Violence  on  television  has  effects  on  children 

In  recent  times,  crime  and  violence  in  our  society  have  been  on  the  rise. 
Research  shows  that  violence  on  television  is  one  of  the  main  culprits  of  this  problem. 
Children  are  getting  ideas  about  how  to  create  crime,  commit  murders  and  use 
violence  from  television.  It  is  quite  evident  that  violence  on  television  has  a  negative 
effect  on  children. 

These  days,  kids  seem  to  be  watching  a  lot  of  sitcoms  and  movies.  Unfortunately, 
the  content  of  these  shows  portrays  violence.  Young  children  do  not  understand  that 
what  they  are  watching  is  improper.  They  perceive  their  favourite  characters  as 
“  heroes”  killing  themselves  and  beating  themselves  up  for  no  particular  reason.  Since 
it  is  their  favourite  character  who  is  on  television,  they  use  him  or  her  as  a  role  model. 
Once  they  form  that  attitude,  it  clings  on  to  them.  Thereafter,  they  start  using  that 


violence  against  other  people. 

However,  this  problem  does  not  only  manifest  itself  in  small  children.  As 
matter  of  fact,  teenagers  and  adults  are  also  vulnerable  to  the  violent  techniques  the 
they  see.  For  example,  Christen  French  was  killed  by  a  person  who  was  influenced  b 
the  brutality  seen  on  television.  Her  sister  started  a  petition  to  ban  the  violence  show 
on  television.  A  few  months  after  the  petition  had  started,  she  tallied  up  the  result! 
Thereafter,  she  took  it  to  the  Prime  Minister,  Mr.  Jean  Chretien.  The  gist  of  the  petitio 
was  that  violence  on  television  should  be  banned.  The  Prime  Minister  was  happ 
with  the  idea  ,  but  he  obviously  did  not  do  much  about  it  yet! 

There  is  a  lot  of  evidence  that  television  can  play  a  big  role  in  influencing  a  person 
behaviour.  Hollywood  and  television  producers  have  to  stop  violence,  and  if  the 
don’t,  someone  else  should.  This  problem  is  rapidly  growing,  and  it  has  to  be  stoppe 
in  order  to  maintain  a  sane  and  safe  society. 


Sohil  Rangwala  8' 


Ravenloft 

“Marcin,  now  you  must  die!” 

“Never,  Sturm!  I  will  control  this  land  or  one  of  greater  power;  deny 
me  this  one  and  I  will  become  more  powerful  than  you  could  ever  imagine 

Sturm  Brightblade  never  heeded  this  warning,  and  as  his  blade 
plunged  into  Marcin’s  mortal  heart,  a  great  transformation  took  place. 

Only  one  other  truly  knows  what  happened  after  the  tip  of  Sturm’s  sword 
touched  the  surface  of  Marcin’s  skin.  Many  were  led  to  believe  that  Marcir 
simply  died;  but  that  is  not  the  truth.  His  warning  was  true,  and  should 
have  been  obeyed.  I  know.  I  was  Marcin’s  only  apprentice,  the  only  one 
who  would  or  could  follow  his  dark  ways.  He  and  I  discovered  a  piece  of 
ancient  knowledge,  and  with  much  research,  we  discovered  the  demiplane. 
When  his  mortal  life  ended,  Marcin  rose  to  immortality  and  became  the 
first  lord  (much  to  contrary  belief)  and  guardian  of  this  demiplane.  He  anc 
it  melded  together.  It  grants  his  wishes  while  he  protects  the  land.  Then 
remembering  his  vow  to  estroy  Sturm  on  this  new  plane  of  existence,  he 
began  creating  other  reaims  within  this  demiplane.  First  Strad  Von 
Szharvich,  the  famed  vampire,  then  other  evil,  twisted,  and  vengeful  souls 
like  his  own.  Giving  each  a  pocket  of  land,  and  amplifying  their  powers,  h< 
also  trapped  them  in  their  own  realm.  No  lord  could  exit  his  own  domain. 


He  would  forever  be  tormented  in  his  own  home.  Marcin  also  brought 
mortal  people  into  these  lands,  building  cities  and  roads  to  contain  them. 

He  enjoyed  the  torment  of  the  trapped  lords  and  the  underlings  they 
destroyed.  But  common  people  were  not  the  only  ones  sucked  into  the 
demiplane.  Heroes,  too,  entered.  They  raised  spirits,  destroyed  evil,  and 
began  to  kill  off  the  lords.  So  Marcin  separated  newer  lands  from  the  main 
core  in  an  attempt  to  preserve  the  evil. 

But  heroes  were  as  persistent  in  doing  good  in  this  demiplane  of 
dread  as  in  the  normal  world,  so  Marcin  looked  beyond  Ochcoch...  to  Krynn. 
Lord  Soth  was  brought  to  the  evil  place  to  thwart  the  goody  two-shoes 
that  were  invading  the  land.  However  no  one  could  stop  the  good  from 
rampaging  through  the  region.  But  Marcin  could  keep  them  out  of  his  own 
great  land.  Soon  after,  he  decided  that  this  was  enough.  He  himself  would 
anihilate  all  the  heroes.  Unfortunately,  he  overlooked  one  thing  during  our 
studies.  He  too  was  a  prisoner  of  his  land.  Furious,  he  separated  his 
domain  from  the  core  to  destroy  it  all  and  start  again.  But  during  his  fit 
of  fury,  a  portal  opened  from  the  Gateway  to  Ochcoch  city,  where  Sturm 
resided.  Sturm  had  heard  of  this  new  plane  of  evil  and  was  going  to  put  an 
end  to  the  misery  of  his  world.  Stepping  through  the  portal,  Sturm  entered 
Marcin’s  territory.  A  battle  began  as  none  have  ever  witnessed  before.  I 
could  see  it  through  a  small  portal  Marcin  had  given  me.  The  war  lasted 
four  days.  Although  Sturm  never  succeeded  in  destroying  Marcin,  he 
certainly  did  try.  The  land  grew  tired  of  Sturm’s  attempts  to  destroy  its 
guardian  and  sent  him  back,  barely  alive.  During  the  battle,  Marcin’s  land 
drifted  so  far  that  none  could  enter.  Since  Marcin  never  told  the  rest  of 
the  demiplane  of  his  absolute  rulership,  this  part  of  the  land  grew  hazy; 
and  as  long  as  this  writing  remains  a  secret,  none  will  ever  know  of  the 
creation  of  Ravenloft. 


Simon  Ludgate  8C 


FREEDOM 


He  saw  a  small  opening.  A  chance  to  escape.  An  amazing  feelinj 
overwhelmed  him  as  he  pushed  himself  to  his  highest  limit  of  speed.  H 
then  squeezed  himself  painfully  through  the  small  hole.  Once  he  wa 
through  he  would  be  reborn  into  a  new  life.  He  was  through!  He  ran  si 
powerfully  that  he  thought  his  heart  was  going  to  burst  inside  his  chest.  H 
can't  stop,  he  can't  return  to...  to  that  place.  He  would  rather  die  runninj 
than  live  in  a  prison.  He  is  wild,  he  cannot  be  caged.  So  close,  he  said  ti 
himself.  Suddenly  he  felt  a  scratching  pain  on  his  back,  no!  He  mus 
continue.  His  eyes  started  to  blur  and  the  last  thing  he  saw  was  crimsoi 
blood  on  the  white  snow.  As  he  fell  a  smile  developed  on  his  face. 

Enrico  Quilico  7/ 


The  Walk 

The  tall  man  stalked  slowly  and  silently  for  he  was  wandering  through  a  fores 
of  beautiful  surroundings  but  full  of  danger.  He  was  dead  tired,  exhausted  to  th< 
ultimate  level.  His  legs  commenced  to  feel  numb  and  he  was  beginning  to  feel  dizz; 
and  drowsy.  He  was  in  search  of  a  minuscule  amount  of  food  he  needed  to  stay  aliv< 
on  the  immense,  vacant  island  in  the  Caribbean.  He  fell  unexpectedly  off  a  cliff;  he  di< 
not  see  to  the  ground  crashing  into  the  hard  rocky  floor  as  he  shattered  to  his  death. 


Julian  Simonetta  7/ 


The  Uerdict  of  the  Century 


It  was  a  tense  sight.  The  whole  school  had  come  to  a 
stop.  In  the  corridor  a  large  group  of  students  mere  matching 
the  uerdict  of  the  O.J.  Simpson  Trial.  I  stood  speechless  staring 
at  the  teleuision  set  up  for  this  special  occasion.  Rll  morning 
long  I  had  been  thinking  to  myself,  “Guilty  or  not  guilty?” 
Finally  the  moment  came.  Something  flashed  through  my  mind 
as  the  uerdict  mas  called.  “Not  guilty.” 


Essay  Of  Opinion 

“...I  have  a  dream...”  stated  Martin  Luther  King  Jr.,  Dwight  Eisenhower  hoped  for 
“...peoples  of  all  faiths,  all  races,  all  nations,  to  live  together  in  mutual  respect  and 
love...”,  and  Abraham  Lincoln  expressed  his  beliefs  in  his  Gettysburg  Address.  All 
three  men  delivered  powerful  and  moving  speeches  that  talk  about  the  issue  of  racism. 
These  people  had  ambitions  and  visions  of  a  future  without  racism.  However,  will 
Martin  Luther  King  Jr.’s  dream  ever  come  true?  Will  racism  ever  come  to  an  end? 
These  are  questions  that  can  only  be  answered  with  time.  I  believe  that  racism  can 
almost  be  eliminated  but  will  always  exist  in  the  dark  alleyways  of  civilisation. 

Prejudice  does  not  need  to  be  between  races,  it  can  be  between  tribes  or  between 
nations,  but  no  matter  what  form,  it  will  always  be  there.  Somewhere  in  the  world  there 
will  always  be  someone  who  thinks  that  he  is  better  than  someone  else.  I  believe  that 
racism  is  a  stain,  no  matter  how  faded,  that  will  always  remain  on  the  cloak  of 
humanity. 


Alex  Black  7C 


The  Station 


In  a  dark  skytrain  station  in  downtown  Vancouver,  Al  and  his  group  lurked 
around  for  a  kid  with  valuables  to  steal.  Some  members  of  the  group  were  smoking. 
The  burning  tips  of  their  cigarettes  produced  more  light  then  the  station  lamps  which 
were  either  burnt  out  or  vandalized.  Everywhere  you  looked,  whether  it  be  on  the 
walls,  on  benches,  even  on  the  floor,  there  was  graffiti.  Ads  were  ripped  and  some 
letters  had  been  painted  on  to  form  messages  and  swear  words.  The  whole  station 
was  made  out  of  unpainted  bricks  which  had  cracked  over  the  years.  Al  took  his  black 
and  gold  cigarette  and  threw  it  onto  a  piece  of  a  newspaper  lying  between  two  tracks. 
All  of  a  sudden,  an  explosion  of  bright  orange  light  sprang  up  from  the  ground.  Al  had 
begun  a  fire  which  was  now  blazing.  He  started  to  snicker;  then  he  laughed  his  wicked 
laugh  and  the  gloomy  station  was  now  echoing  his  ruckus.  Just  then  the  skytrain 
roared  in,  drowning  out  the  sound  of  Al’s  laugh.  A  few  moments  later  the  first  two  cars 
of  the  skytrain  were  burning  like  twigs  in  a  bonfire.  Now  all  that  Al  could  hear  was  the 
shriek  of  the  people  inside  the  skytrain.  Al  started  to  worry.  He  had  not  meant  to  hurt 
anybody.  Then  he  heard  the  wail  of  the  Vancouver  police  sirens.  The  siren  was  louder 
and  more  shrill  then  any  other.  He  put  his  head  down,  covered  his  ears,  and  dashed 
straight  ahead,  bumping  into  the  well-built  body  of  a  police  officer.  The  once  silent 
station  was  now  as  loud  as  a  rock  n’  roll  concert. 

A  few  hours  later  the  sight  of  the  fire  was  quiet  again.  The  run-down,  gloomy 
station  was  now  deserted  as  Al  was  taken  away.  All  that  was  left  were  bricks 
blackened  by  the  smoke,  burnt  tracks,  and  a  heavy  smell  filling  the  air.The  place 
looked  even  more  somber  then  before. 


Vidal  Sadaka  7 C 


Creative  Writing  Piece 


The  night  of  July  2,  1812,  the  fire  was  crackling,  the  light  was  dim  and  there 
were  only  two  candles  to  help.  My  nurse  sat  quietly  beside  me.  I  sniffled,  then 
scratched  an  itchy  eye.  My  patient  lay  before  me,  having  been  shot  twice;  he  remained 
calm. 

This  operation  was  like  the  rest;  I  found  one  lead  pellet  but  the  other  two  were 
lost,  lost  somewhere  in  this  half  dead  corpse.  No  help  from  he  who  lies  under  the  knife, 
from  he  who  lies  prostrate.  Soldiers  talk,  one  laughs  as  men  walk  by  my  tent.  Dumb¬ 
founded,  I  stare  at  this  patient  while  one  of  the  generals  walks  in. 

My  superior  inspects,  jerks  his  pants  up  then  clears  sweat  from  his  brow.  The 
general  does  not  look  at  me.  He  just  breathes  deep,  nods  then  pulls  a  white  sheet  over 
the  body.  The  body  of  the  other  general,  the  only  thing  that  separates  me  from  my 
superior.  He  speaks. 

You’re  a  vet,  I’ll  show  you  the  horses.” 


Duncan  McEntyre  8C 


Trekky  2 


After  crashing  in  a  ditch  on  the  side  of  the  road,  Captain 
Crossinguard  hitched  a  ride  with  alliances  of  the  Trekky  federation. 

“  Can  you  give  me  a  ride?”  he  asked,  “  I’m  having  a  little  car 
trouble.”  He  pointed  to  his  completely  destroyed  car.  After  searching  the 
highways  endlessly,  the  alliances  spotted  the  Romulen  leader.  “Follow 
that  car,  Mr.  Suey.” 

“I’m  not  Mr.Suey,  I’m  Mr.  Wong,”  replied  the  man. 

“so,  traitor  to  the  Federation,  I’ll  show  you.”  At  that  he  pulled  out 
his  dart  gun. 

“Okay,  okay,  I’ll  follow  the  car,”  replied  Mr.  Wong.  Stay  tuned  for 
Trekky  3,  Romulen  meets  crossinguard. 


Sasha  A.  Mandy  7/ 


Welcome!  From  one  Commonwealth  Country  to  Another 

“Bienvenue  a  Canada!  Welcome  to  Canada!”  is  how  I  greeted  my  visitor  from 
Australia.  He  had  better  get  used  to  bilingualism,  as  we  are,  in  Canada,  a  bilingual 
country.  It  sure  will  be  hard  for  my  Australian  visitor  to  adjust  to  our  culture. 

“G’day,  Richard!”  he  greeted  me,  not  even  looking  exhausted  after  twenty-seven 
hours  of  flying.  As  he  gave  me  a  cheerful  greeting  with  his  Australian  accent  that  my 
whole  family  would  come  to  love  after  the  next  ten  days  of  John’s  visit- 1  couldn’t  help 
but  notice  that  he  was  wearing  a  pair  of  loose,  baggy  dress  pants,  a  t-shirt  and  a 
camping  vest.  I  chuckled. 

“You  do  realise  it  is  winter  here,  right!?  Come  on,  we’ll  have  to  see  if  we  have 
some  extra  jackets  in  the  trunk  of  our  car.” 

“But  it’s  February,  one  of  the  hottest  months  of  the  year!” 

“Not  in  Canada!  It’s  minus  twenty  degrees  outside!”  We  all  got  a  good  laugh  out 
of  John’s  not  knowing  about  Canada’s  climate;  but  at  the  same  time  we  couldn’t  help 
but  feel  sorry  for  his  unfortunate  lack  of  knowledge  about  our  beloved  country’s 
climate... 


Richard  Muise  7P 


Introspection 


The  River 


As  the  morning  sun  pierces  through  my  eyelids,  I  realize  the  storm  has  finally 
finished.  The  smell  of  burnt  hair  is  everywhere.  As  I  drag  myself  out  of  bed  I  see  Derel 
on  the  ground.  He  is  not  moving.  Is  he  still  sleeping?  Derek  would  never  sleep  throug 
such  a  beautiful  day.  It  is  all  coming  back  now.  It  was  during  the  storm,  while  Derek 
was  reaching  for  the  radio.  Dark  sky  lit  up.  The  tree  crashed  next  to  us  and  Derek  wen 
down. 

Derek’s  eyes  remain  half  open.  He  can  not  be  dead.  I  touch  his  cheek.  It  is 
warm.  He  is  still  alive.  How  can  I  help  him?  The  radio,  I  will  use  the  radio.  It  is  not 
working,  the  wires  are  burnt.  What  next?  I  will  try  C.P.R.  My  head  is  throbbing,  sweat  ii 
trickling  down  my  temples,  I  cannot  think,  I  cannot  count  the  beats  per  minute.  I  must 
construct  a  raft  to  hold  up  Derek  and  me.  It  is  the  only  way  to  save  Derek. 

I  will  have  to  collect  enough  branches  to  build  a  solid  raft  and  I  will  tie  it  togethe 
with  strips  of  Derek’s  clothing. 

As  I  head  downriver  I  realize  that  I  do  not  have  the  map,  but  I  remember  a 
little  town  about  170  miles  away  and  time  is  running  out. 


Mark  Asconi  7 
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Michael  Sanford  8B 


Insomnia 

I  lie 

Lost  in  my  thoughts 
Helpless  insomniac 
Struggling  for  elusive  comfort 
And  sleep. 

Visions 

Of  nightmares  past 
returning  to  haunt  me 
Alone  in  my  bed,  vulnerable, 

I  wait. 

Silence 

Engulfs  my  ears 
Blackness,  my  straining  eyes 
Nowhere  to  turn  for  my  answers 

But  in. 

Morning 

The  night  has  passed 
My  silent  introspection 
leaves  me  pondering  more  questions 

At  dawn. 


Seth  Ross  8B 


Regret 

So  many  question  left  unanswered 
So  many  answers  left  unsaid 
I  wish  that  I  had  done  it  all 
For  soon  I  will  be  dead 

The  intricacies  of  life  evade  me 
I  do  not  understand 
The  sweetness  of  a  gentle  touch 
The  crying  of  the  land 

And  I  am  growing  weaker  still 
The  reaper  beckons  near 
The  life  inside  is  an  ebbing  tide 
But  still  I  feel  no  fear 

I  want  to  know  where  I  will  go 
When  death  should  win  its  game 
I  have  led  a  useless  life 
So  now  I  feel  the  shame 

Who  will  care  when  I  am  gone? 
Which  of  them  will  cry? 
Questions  swarm  like  angry  bees 
Why  must  we  all  die? 

It  takes  a  man  to  die  with  pride 
But  I  am  not  a  man 
I  must  find  pride,  find  dignity 
I  do  not  think  I  can 

The  time  has  come,  the  end  is  near 
There’s  so  much  left  to  say 
But  no  one  left  to  listen  ‘fore 
The  closing  of  the  day 


Michael 


Coming  Out  of  Chaos 

From  dusk  until  dawn 
I  felt  quite  insane 
I  felt  like  a  pawn 
In  some  demented  game. 

I  sat  in  a  room 
Which  felt  like  a  tomb 
My  soul’s  inner  light 
Just  gave  up  the  fight. 

I  felt  like  a  fake 
For  I  couldn’t  awake 
I  started  to  die; 

Then  I  learned  how  to  fly. 

I’m  trying  to  hear 
My  logic  again 
It  feels  kind  of  queer 
And  there’s  residual  pain. 

I  feel  sort  of  bitter 
And  I’m  starting  to  teeter 
On  insanity’s  brink 
But  I’ll  try  not  to  sink. 

The  depths  of  despair 
Loom  below  me;  and  there 
I  can  see  where  I’d  been 

Before  the  light  I  had  seen. 


Theo  McLauchlin  8B 


Introspecting 


Sometimes  I  wonder, 

I  wonder  why, 

Why  are  we  here? 

A  child’s  science  project, 

A  colony  of  germs, 

Who  put  us  here  and  why? 

What  is  fate? 

Is  it  mine  to  decide? 

Is  someone  governing  our  lives? 

What  is  colour, 

What  is  light, 

What  is  the  gift  of  sight? 

The  miracle  of  birth, 

The  tragedy  of  death, 

Why?  Why?  Why? 

In  my  bed  on  a  cold,  dark  night, 
Is  someone  watching, 

Is  anybody  out  there? 


Alex  Brule-Brosseau  8< 


I’m  not  very  normal. 

Sadistic  in  my  ways. 

I’m  a  product  of  your  world. 

And  it’s  me  that’s  got  to  pay. 

You  poisoned  my  mind  with  fictional  facts. 
You  screwed  with  my  head. 

You  fed  me  a  line  of  militant  crap. 

What  happened  was  not  what  you  said. 

And  it  may  be  human  nature  that  took  its  course, 
I  protested  so  much  my  voice  is  hoarse. 

You  let  it  happen  ‘cause  you  didn’t  want  to  help, 
So  I  hope  you  rest  in  painful  sleep. 

I  wish  you  dreams  I’ve  lived. 

Filled  with  torture  and  pain. 

A  lost  soul  running  wild  in  the  rain. 

A  spirit  lost  in  the  shuffle. 

A  body  lost  in  the  crowd. 

A  statistic,  not  a  face. 

A  man  tripped  up  in  life’s  cruel  race. 

So  must  I  now  bow  before  you? 
Apologize  for  no  sin,  beg  for  mercy. 

Not  yet,  I  haven’t  hit  rock-bottom. 

But  I’m  close. 

I  just  might  give  into  your  game. 

Leave  my  past  and  run  away. 

Forget  my  morals,  disregard  ethics, 

But  I  know  I  just  can’t  stay. 

So  after  I  leave. 

Remember  me  please. 

Let  my  spirits  haunt  you. 

My  demons  slow  you  down  in  all  you  do. 


I  wish  you  dreams  I’ve  lived. 

Filled  with  torture  and  pain. 

A  lost  soul  running  wild  in  the  rain. 

A  spirit  lost  in  the  shuffle. 

A  body  lost  in  the  the  crowd 
A  statistic,  not  a  face. 

I’m  falling  off  the  edge  and  it’s  too  late. 

And  all  I  made  was  one  mistake. 

I’m  in  limbo,  and  there’s  nothing  to  negotiate. 
Whether  it’s  with  G-d  or  the  devil  that  I  have  a  date. 


Death 


Death  will  come 
Only  if  you  deserve  it 

When  it  comes  you  will  know  it  has  arrived 
When  you  shall  die 
You  will  go  to  God 

When  you  greet  him 
You  will  be  tested 
To  know  if  you  shall  go  to  heaven 
Or  to  hell 

If  you  go  to  hell 
You  will  be  stayed  to  death 
If  you  go  to  heaven 
You  will  live  in  prosperity 


Death  will  arrive! 


Fight 

A  lonely  man 
Stands  on  the 
Corner  of  the  street 
In  his  pocket  -  his  life. 

Not  even  a  streetlight  or 
The  sun  could  have 
A  chance  at  brightening 
His  life. 

He  feels  ashamed, 

Wants  to  hide.  He 
Doesn’t  want 
People 

To  see  him  now; 

No  job,  no  home,  no  pride,  no  wealth. 

He  must  accept  the 
Way  he  is  going  to 
Live. 

He  will  fight  the 
Losing  battle  against  his  mind... 


fight. 


Ned  Maloney  8A 


Wake  up!  It’s  your  bedtime. 

The  night,  burning  in  a  fiery  wake, 
Reminds  me  of  the  sorrow  and  the  pain 
Of  the  people  who  aren't  like  us. 
People  who  can’t  control  themselves, 
People  who  can’t  live  up  to  the 
Standards  of  Us. 

Our  obsession  with  the  “Best  of  All” 
Blinds  the  view  of  the  true  best. 

One  walks  through  the  streets, 
Thinking  she  will  be  accepted, 

She  says  hello,  in  friendly  manner, 
To  someone  on  the  street, 

But  only  to  be  told: 

“Wake  Up!  It’s  your  bedtime.” 


Russell  Fraser  8B 


-R.I.P.- 


You  look  around , 
but  nothing  is  found , 
all  is  dark. 

The  sound  of  a  lark 
calms  you  down 
as  you  lie 

six  feet  underground. 


David  Stem  8/ 

To  whom  it  may  concern, 

Today’s  society  is  cruel  and  thoughtless.  It  seems  that  in  order  to  “Hang” 
with  the  cool  guys  and  go  to  “Cool”  guy  parties,  you  have  to  be  on  at  least  two 
teams,  you  have  to  be  popular  with  the  girls  and  other  so-called, ’’Requirements.” 
A  simple  fact  of  today’s  society  is  that  nice  guys  do  finish  last. 

Why  does  it  seem  that  the  trouble-makers  in  the  class  are  the  most  populai 
kids  in  the  grade?  Society  has  it  all  wrong.  Granted,  some  guys  are  more 
popular  than  others,  but  does  that  mean  that  the  slightly  more  unpopular  guys  ar 
totally  ignored  and  looked  upon  as  nerds?  Our  system  is  unfair  and  unjust.  If: 
almost  a  sort  of  prejudice!  Why  is  it  that  in  order  to  be  included,  you  have  to 
have  good  looks,  be  friends  with  the  most  popular  kids  ,  skateboard  and  wear 
cool  kinds  of  clothes?  It  should  be  enough  just  to  have  a  good  personality  and  a 
kind  disposition.  It’s  true . nice  guys  do  finish  last. 


Sincerely,  Mr  Nice  Gu] 


A  Walk  Of  Thoughts 

The  man  ambulates  along  the  street 
As  a  precipitous  descent  of  rain 
Dampens  his  clothing. 

A  miasma  of  fog  rises  form  underground, 

Soon  to  glimmer,  sparkle,  and  fade. 

His  enduring  boots 
Trudge  through  the  small  pools 
That  link  the  man  to  his  former  innocence 
Reflecting  the  course  of  his  former  life 
The  introspection  of  what  he  has  been  through, 

The  loves  that  have  come  and  gone  while  he  stayed  immobile 

His  dreams  of  success 
Twisted  into  nightmares  of  poverty. 

The  man  continues  to  walk,  as  always; 

Only  this  time  the  walk  will  never  end. 


Michael  Reinharz  8B 


A  Hermit’s  Life 


I  sit  alone,  placid,  content  with  who  I  am,  what  I’ve  done,  where  I’ve 
been.  Deprived  of  the  lethargic  life  associated  with  the  use  of  electricity, 
As  leisure  is  a  time  when  such  foul  emotions  as  envy  are  created,  I  care 
for  it  not.  The  woods  are  my  friends,  my  home,  my  family.  They  are  my 
life.  I  live  in  isolation.  Isolated  from  a  corrupt  world,  whose  air  is 
diluted  with  the  despair  and  suffering  emanating  from  its  inhabitants.  Ai 
thick  with  hatred,  whose  crude  hands  massage  the  dismal  characteristic 
into  the  souls  of  those  who  walk  abroad.  Oppressive  shadows  of  remorse 
lie  permanently  across  the  entrances  of  alleys  and  occasionally  extend  so 
far  as  to  cover  the  city’s  debris-littered  streets.  The  stench  of  agony 
remains  suspended  above  cities  where  it  distorts  rays  of  sunlight  into 
melancholic  spears  of  hopelessness.  As  the  sun  slips  slowly  into  the 
horizon,  a  pale  moon  takes  its  place  to  stand  watch  over  the  bleak  world. 
Yet  sitting  I  remain,  surrounded  by  my  memories  which  accompany  me 
wherever  I  go.  I  am  alone  but  I  feel  as  if  I  am  with  one  thousand  friends. 
This  is  my  life. 


James  Govan  81 


Racism 


Colour  Film 

Look!  Charlie  Chaplin, 
dancing  on  the  big  screen. 
You  sit  in  your  seat. 

Your  favourite-Charlie  Chaplin. 
Dancing  in  black  and  white. 
Two  colours, 
all  that  matter. 

Who  would  have  known  that 
two  colours, 
black  and  white, 
could  bring  out  the  best? 
Such  simplicity, 
in  that  other  world, 
where  Charlie  dances. 

The  End. 

The  lights  come  on. 

You  rub  your  eyes, 
as  you  step  outside, 
of  the  movie  theatre... 


The  real  world. 


A  world  full  of  colours, 
black,  white,  yellow,  red. 
Too  complicated  for  us! 
Let  us  simplify  things. 
You  can  drink  out  of  that, 
this  will  be  my  can. 

You  will  walk  on  that  side. 

I  will  walk  on  this  side. 
You  stay  on  that  land, 
we  will  not  disturb  you, 
just  don’t  do  the  same  to  us. 
Sure  you  can  stay, 
but... 

Paint  my  side  walk. 

Pick  up  my  trash. 

Then  you  can  leave. 
This  film  doesn’t  look  good, 
let’s  take  away  that  colour, 
keep  things  simple. 

But  it’s  not  as  easy. 

This  movie  is  in  colour. 


Racism 


Little  Moon,  a  code  name  for  a  person  on  the  Internet,  says,  I  quote,  “I  am  not  a 
racist,  as  some  have  accused  me  of  being.  I  do  not  believe  that  African  Americans  or 
other  American  minorities  can  be  racist  as  strictly  defined  because  we  have  NO  powe 
even  in  this  so-called  democracy.” 

This  man  said  that  any  American  minority  cannot  be  racist  because  it  wil 
not  harm  a  person.  So  if  a  white  person  said  they  hated  blacks  how  would  that  be  an] 
different  than  if  a  black  person  were  to  say  the  same  thing  towards  whites? 

Michael  Gross  7 


Windows  Or  Mirrors? 

Windows  or  mirrors? 

Isn’t  it  better  to  see  ourselves 
As  we  are  or  how  we  could  be? 

Fear  of  the  unknown 
Obscures  the  view  from  the  window 
And  seeing  ourselves  as  we  really  are 
And  seeing  all  the  other  races 
Who  we  will  one  day  call  brother  and  sister. 

But  right  now  brother  and  sister 
Are  far  away, 

And  now  we  are  just  us  and  them. 

But  if  we  would  eliminate  the  “them” 
There  would  be  only  us. 

Racial  hatred  would  stop 
And  racial  harmony  would  begin. 

Because  it  is  better 
To  look  through  the  window 
And  see  how  things  are 
Than  look  in  the  mirror 
Scared  to  leam  you  are  racist 
And  see  a  distorted  image. 


Nicholas  King  7E 


If  I  Had  a  Dream 
n  gunshot,  an  injured  man, 
and  another  sad  death  gone  like  the  mind. 

Terrifging  laughter  aboue  the  tree-tops, 
as  one  more  body  rests  in  peace. 

The  world  is  fearful, 
and  racism  is  the  shadow  of  our  corpse. 

UJhat  do  we  fight  for? 

LUhy  do  we  fight  to  kill? 

When  will  it  stop  and  what  will  become  of  us  in  the  future? 

If  I  haue  a  dream  when  will  it  be  granted? 

If  I  haue  a  dream  when  will  it  come? 

Wars  can  definitely  stop  people’s  dreams, 
but  can  our  dreams  stop  the  wars? 

Dauid  How  7B 


The  Parental  Influence 

A  boy  laughs  at  a  boy 
With  his  mother  mockingly 

They  use  the  word  that  most  people  would  not  dare  say 
This  child  can’t  spell  his  name 
But  he  knows  this  word;  it  might  have  been  his  first 
But  later  that  day  when  he  is  not  with  his  mother 
He  will  gladly  play  with  that  boy. 


David  McConnell  7B 


Is  Racism  a  Solvable  Problem  ? 


Even  if  there  is  only  one  out  of  a 
billion,  or  one  out  of  ten,  as  long  as 
there  is  a  racist  left  in  the  world,  the 
the  problem  will  exist.  I,  too,  have 
dreams,  Mr.  King,  but  I  also  know  that 
dreams  do  not  always  come  true. 


Istvan  Tokes  7C 


How  Will  I  Face  Another  Day? 

As  I  come  home  from  work 
With  very  little  pay, 

I  see  my  house. 

It  is  squalid  and  torn  down. 

I  see  my  kids. 

They  are  dirty,  beaten  up. 

Are  they  in  gangs? 

Are  they  doing  drugs? 

Do  we  have  enough  food? 
They  go  to  bed 

And  sleep  on  the  hard,  cold  floor. 
How  can  I  live  one  more  day? 
How  can  I  survive  the  insults? 
They  call  me  “nigger” 

When  will  it  end? 

I  have  nothing  to  believe  in. 
How  will  I  face  another  day? 


Daniel  Cercone  71 


A  Common  Disease 


There’s  a  disease  out  there  that  is  strong,  powerful,  corrupting 
and  even  more  horrible  than  any  other  disease 
on  our  planet.  It  festers  into  your  soul  and  destroys  all  of  mankind 
every  day  because  it  can  sneak  up  on  anybody  to  try  to  make  you  do 

what  it  wants 

It’s  always  there  wherever  you  go  because 
it  is  created  by  mankind. 

Nothing  can  stop  it  because  good  judgement  is  no  more 
we  can’t  stop  it  because  it  lives  on  us,  and  is 
transfered  to  our  children,  almost  like  a  genetic  default 
started  who  knows  when. 

Many  leaders  try  and  try  again  to  find  a  cure,  but 
the  only  vaccine  is  peace,  which  sometimes  isn’t  strong  enough 
everybody  knows  the  disease  I  talk  about 
everybody  knows  what  it  can  do  to  you  if  the  vaccine  is  not  given 
the  disease  I  talk  about  is  the  oldest,  most  famous  and  infectious 

disease  mankind  has  ever  seen 
This  disease  is  RACISM. 


Thomson  Choi  7B 


THE  DARKNESS! 

What  does  darkness  remind  you  of? 

It  reminds  me  of  racism! 

What  does  racism  remind  you  of? 

It  reminds  me  of  hatred! 

What  does  hatred  remind  you  of? 

It  reminds  me  of  death! 

What  does  death  remind  you  of? 

It  reminds  me  of  loneliness! 

What  does  loneliness  remind  you  of? 

It  reminds  me  of  darkness! 

Invented  by  humans  against  other  humans  who  are  different 
Why  can  we  not  accept  differences  in  others? 

Is  it  because  we  are  scared  that  they  are  better  then  us? 

I  think  so! 


Chris  Brown  7E 


A  Small  Change  for  Our  World 


I  am  only  a  normal  person, 

Yet  I  know  as  much  as  others,  if  not  more. 

Every  day  I  hear  and  see  racist  acts. 

And  I  know  that  it  is  not  funny, 

For  the  Black,  the  Jew. 

They  all  have  distant,  horrid  memories, 

Of  slaughter  and  rejection. 

Even  today  racism  persists, 

Towards  the  Black,  the  Chinese,  the  Jew 
The  Asian,  the  Japanese,  the  Mexican. 

But  why  not  the  white? 

Yet  it  is  not  fair, 

That  we  were  all  in  the  eastern  continents  at  one  time, 

And  left  for  America,  just  to  turn  around  on  each  other, 

Just  to  become  traitors  of  our  very  own  selves. 

We  all  came  from  the  same  place, 

Yet  when  we  left  for  new  lands, 

And  changed  to  different  skin  colours  and  religions, 

Our  minds  changed  too. 

Those  who  were  white  discovered  armor  and  guns, 

And  became  the  mighty  white. 

Not  only  did  the  mighty  white  chase  the  indigenous  peoples, 

They  discriminated  against  their  past  neighbours  and  friends  of  different  colours, 

When  they  too  came  to  the  new  land. 

And  today  I  sit  on  a  bench  waiting  for  the  bus, 

And  a  loving  black  couple  approaches  from  the  distance. 

And  a  thought  flashes  through  my  mind, 

A  thought  that  tells  me  that  I  do  not  want  to  be  a  traitor  to  humanity, 
like  the  Ku  Klux  Klan  and  the  Neo-Nazis. 

So  when  they  get  close  to  me,  I  smile, 
and  they  say  good  morning. 


Michael  Phillips  7B 


Racism 


You  are  pretense  and  ego 
Doubt  and  guilt 
Torment  and  sorrow 
Laughter  mingled  with  regret 
Intensity  beyond  belief 
Apathy  beyond  hope 
I  am  the  beggar  searching  for  my  soul 
I  am  the  leper  climbing  onto  your  cross 
Yet  I  always  get  down  safe  and  sound 
I  am  all  that  is  illusion:Oblivion 
Shame  and  arrogance 
Pretense  and  ego 

You  will  condemn  me  yet  the  demand  for  me  is  higher 
Than  any  supreme  court. 

I  Still  Have  A  Dream 

Death  scurrying  around  us 
Indifferent  to  slaughters  known  as  genocide 
We  live  in  a  world  too  brutal  for  the  devil  to  look  at 
For  we  have  grown  to  hate 
Everybody 

What  is  a  brother  if  neither  friend  nor  enemy  is  it? 

Your  brother  enters  the  street 
Watches  the  slaughter 
This  brother  is  of  the  same  blood  as  you 
The  qualities  of  killing  have  been  passed  on 
You  see  him  only  a  second  as  you  blindly  follow  the  crowd 
Yet  since  then  you  hear  his  footsteps  behind  you 

Following  you. 

Are  you  racist  or  still  following  the  crowd? 


Alexander  Lemieux 


Racism 


The  puck  was  dumped  into  the  opposite  zone, 
Helpless,  under  the  control  of  the  players, 

The  puck  gets  battered  up  and  thrown  around 
By  the  players  who  make  all  the  decisions. 

Blacks  can  be  compared  to  a  hockey  puck 
And  whites  perhaps  to  the  players 
people  who  think  of  nobody  but  themselves? 

The  whites  ruled  over  the  blacks 
As  do  the  hockey  players  over  the  puck 
Whites  can  do  anything  with  the  blacks 
And  the  blacks  can  do  nothing  but  keep  on  dreaming. 


Alan  Cameron  7B 


Dreams  Don't  Always  Come  True 

"I  have  a  dream" 
dreams  of  freedom 
dreams  of  equality 
good  dreams 
bad  dreams 

What  is  a  dream? 
if  it  does  not  come  true 
a  fantasy,  a  belief 

Lives  shattered 
by  violence 
lives  shattered 
by  hate 

Image,  what  is  an  image? 

Judging  by  the  colour  of  skin 
how  shallow 
judging  by  religion 
how  pathetic 

Prejudice  is  shallow 
prejudice  is  pathetic 
hate  is  shallow 
hate  is  pathetic 

Why  do  we  hate?  j 

Why  do  we  kill?  j 

Why  do  we  love? 

Abraham  Lincoln,  Medgar  Evers 
Martin  Luther  King,  Robert  Kennedy 
"I  have  a  dream" 

Dreams  don't  always  come  true 
Quit  dreaming  and  start  acting! 

Matthew  Riggs'? 


Racism 


In  the  50’s  and  60’s 

LUe  had  a  problem 

The  Ku  KIuh  Klan  and  others 
lilere  forcing  segregation 

The  people  were  fighting  back  but 

It  wasn't  enough 

The  cops  would  send  them  far  and  away 
So  they  wouldn’t  clutter  up  their  jails 
The  white  people  would  call  them  names. 

Not  only  that  but  kick  them  out,  too 
Ibhen  the  colored  folks  wouldn’t  get  off  the  bus 
The  cops  would  come  and  force  them  off 
So  the  colored  folks  would  rebel 
Rnd  then  the  fire  hoses  would  be  turned  on  them 
So  they  would  haue  to  flee  in  terror 
Rnd  they  still  do  now  many  years  later 


Treuor  Parekh  7R 


Reality  has  Struck 

I  have  been  through  vile  times  in  my  life, 
Never  has  it  been  this  bad. 

Never  have  I  been  scared  to  face  reality. 

Never. 

At  night  is  when  I  prefer. 

My  dreams  can  run  loose. 

I  dream  of  love, 

Harmony, 

Hope... 

Every  morning  I  wake  up, 
Wanting  to  dream  again, 
Wanting  to  be  safe  again 
But  reality  is  too  strong. 

It  will  not  allow  me. 

Now  I  have  to  confront  the  world, 
The  world  in  which  I  live  in 
But  not  in  freedom. 

We  are  not  weaker  than  the  others, 
Yet  they  are  stronger 
And  we  are  looked  down  on  as  inferior 

We  must  stop  the  feud  that  we  live  in 
And  put  aside  our  differences. 

Let  us  live  in  peace, 

For  time  is  running  out. 

If  we  do  not  start  now, 

We  never  will. 


Stop  Racism! 


Never  Forgotten 


The  yells,  the  screams,  the  cries 
waiting  to  be  silenced, 
waiting  to  be  forgotten. 

The  hunters,  the  killers,  the  assassins 
satisfying  their  hunger, 
awaiting  their  next  meal. 

Forget  those  cries,  let  us  move  on 
says  the  man  next  door. 

But  no,  I  can  not  forget,  I  relive. 

To  relive  that  horrific  past 
is  worse  than  to  starve  too 
for  a  week,  a  month,  a  year. 

It  is  worse  than  to  live  without  shelter 
or  to  live  without  clothing. 

The  past  is  never  to  be  forgotten. 

The  voices  of  the  many  slaughtered 
will  remain  in  my  mind 

Never  to  be  forgotten,  never  to  be  re-enacted. 

The  helpless  will  be  remembered. 

The  slayers:  forgotten  and  forgiven. 


Through  the  eyes  of  a  victim  of  racism 

We  are  all  bom  the  same  way. 

We  all  go  through  the  same  things. 

We  all  die,  we  all  live. 

We  all  become  happy,  we  are  all  sad. 

We  all  love,  we  all  hate. 

If  we  are  so  much  alike, 

then  why  do  some  people  think  they  are  superior  to  us? 

I  sit  here  in  Germany, 

Rwanda, 

South  Africa 

and  many  places  where  I  do  not  seem  to  belong. 

What  is  wrong  with  me? 

What  have  I  done  to  deserve  this? 

For  what  reasons  am  I  forced  to  feel  ashamed  of  myself? 
What  have  I  done? 

I  watch  my  “captors”  walk  to  and  fro  to  their 
expensive  schools  while  I  work  in  labour  camps. 

What  have  my  people  and  I  done? 

Will  I  ever  be  able  to  laugh  and  play  with  them? 

Can  we  ever  live  in  harmony? 

I  hope  so,  for  the  sake  of  our  existence. 


Tyler  Chernin 


The  Hanging 

As  a  rope  is  thrown  over  a  tree 
Stands  a  black  man  who  once  ran  to  be  free 

A  man  moves  towards  him  from  the  crowd 
Everyone  is  covered  with  a  white  shroud 

The  black  man’s  neck  is  placed  through  a  loop 
And  his  feet  are  firmly  planted  on  a  stoop 

As  the  black  man’s  eyes  begin  to  tear 
The  faceless  crowd  begins  to  cheer 

Suddenly,  the  sky  turns  gray 
As  the  black  man  begins  to  pray 

Right  before  he  is  about  to  die 
He  looks  down  and  asks  himself  why 


Adam  Sakara  7B 


Nature 


Mirror 


A  shallow  moon  fills  the  pool  of  night 
With  silver, 

Glowing  like  a  coin 
Under  the  house  of  sky, 

But  it  waxes  and  wanes 
Before  it  is  consumed 
By  dawn, 

And  the  pool  is  gone, 

With  the  coin, 

Shimmering  beneath  its  surface, 

A  corpse. 


Alexander  Bellemare-Davis  8B 


St.  Mauritz 

Mountains, 

Covered  with  snow; 
White,  frozen  juggernauts, 

A  stage  set  for  the  rising  sun 
Below. 

A  lake. 

Of  fluxed  ice  caps 
Sits  between  the  mountains. 
Reflecting  the  sunlight  off  it 
So  bright. 

The  snow 
Falls  not  above 
The  clouds  which  lay  beneath; 
Altitude  has  no  more  value 
In  bliss. 

And  here, 

In  this  heaven 
Of  nature’s  luxuries, 

I  stand  entranced  by  its  power; 

I’m  free. 


David  Knecht  8B 


Climate 


The  rain  has  stopped,  like  a  clock  without  batteries 
The  clouds  now  part  like  people  at  the  end  of  a  rally 
The  sun  is  out,  like  some  great  yellow  ball. 

And  the  doors  fly  open,  as  if  gasping  for  air, 

The  children  come  out,  like  a  pack  of  wolves 
Thousands  at  once... 

Holding  foot  balls 
soccer  balls 
base  balls 
rugby  balls 

The  teams  are  set, 

The  game  begins,  like  any  game, 

And  half  way  through,  like  a  teacher’s  whistle 

The  sun  stops  shining, 

The  clouds  come  back, 

And  so  does  the  rain. 


Olivier  Desmarais  8B 

The  Cocoon 

Unperturbed,  untouched  by  hate 
the  cocoon  sheltering  its  creation 
sheltering  it  from  the  cacophony  of  the  world, 
but  alas,  the  silence  is  broken  like  a  shout  in  the  night 
for  the  young  butterfly  has  fled  its  nest 
ready  to  challenge  the  dawn  of  a  new  day. 


Jason  Tsoukas 


Ocean  Depths 

As  the  shining  sun  arrives  to  a  new  day 

With  its  bright  and  strong  rays, 

it  gleams  directly  on  the  crystal-clear  water  of  ocean 

Everything  is  now  quiet  and  calm  like  the  ocean  floor. 

You  can  see  the  beautiful  and  colourful  fish 

As  they  swim  side  by  side  through  the  calm  and  gentle 

waves, 

The  colours  of  the  fish  sparkle 

As  they  leave  a  twinkle  of  hope  in  your  eye. 

The  great  big  shark  comes  gleaming  by 
As  it  suedes  back  and  forth  gliding  through  the  deep  sea, 
The  feeling  of  this  scarceful  predator  supplies  courage 
And  everything  ends  as  man  and  their  machines  arrive. 

Christopher  Politis  8A 


The  Fox 

His  eyes  like  marbles 
Will  shine  forever. 

His  teeth  sparkling  white 
And  sharp  as  can  be. 


He  runs  through  the  wind 
On  his  soft  padded  feet 
Making  naught  but  a  rustle 
While  his  prey  he  seeks. 


For  nothing  he  sees 
the  animals  are  all  asleep 
hiding  away  from  all 
the  big  bad  beasts. 


Justin  McManus  8A 


Blue  Waters 

Bermuda  is  the  land  of  the  blue  waters.  Baby  blue,  blue,  and  navy 
blue.  The  waters  of  Montreal  or  any  other  places  I’ve  visited  don’t 
even  come  close  to  the  celestial  waters  of  Bermuda.  As 
breathtaking  as  they  may  seem,  they  also  obtain  a  massive  force, 
and  you  could  see  the  force  of  these  pure  waters  just  by  looking 
at  them  clashing  against  the  rocks.  If  Poseidon  himself,  God  of  the 
waters,  had  to  choose  only  one  area  of  water  to  domesticate,  it 
would  be  the  coasts  of  Bermuda,  because  believe  me,  these  waters 

are  fit  for  Gods. 

Benji  Barnoff 


Fake 

When  you’re  in  the  sunlight 
He  follows  you  wherever  you  go 
While  he  acts  nice  and  friendly 
And  copies  you  too 

He  acts  lucky  to  be  with  you 
But  has  never  before 
While  treating  you  with  respect 
He  doesn’t  leave  you  on  the  shore 

When  it’s  all  over 
And  you’re  left  in  the  shade 
He  is  no  longer  there 
Because  your  fame  will  fade 


Gurinder  Samrai  8 


The  Muskoka  Way 


I  was  moving  along  the  lake 
The  water  untouched  like  a  mirror 
I  could  feel  it  splashing  on  my  legs  as 
I  could  see  the  tall  trees  in  the  distance 
And  the  fierce  sun  rising  behind 
Dangerous  and  rocky  Muskoka  cliffs 
I  veered  from  side  to  side. 

My  ski  cutting  the  boat’s  wake 
Like  a  sharp  knife  slicing  through  soft  butter 
As  I  turned  I  left  and  endless  spray 
Of  warm  and  soft  water 
Which  formed  a  long,  see-through  shield 
Protecting  me  from  any  foul  thoughts 
The  boat  which  I  had  forgotten  about 
Turned  towards  the  country  house 
Which  we  had  parted  from  a  half  an  hour  before 
As  the  boat  approached  the  dock 
It  turned  outwards,  to  fling  me 
Close  to  the  shore  where  I  would  end 
My  wonderful  journey. 


David  Newall  LeVasseur  8C 


Lift  your  Head 


Lift  your  head,  the  horizon  awaits 
Let  the  breeze  caress  your  face 
R  solitude  of  promise  around 
Stand  up  proud! 


Lift  your  head,  spriny  is  here 
Get  off  the  TU  and  quit  drinkiny  beer 
Go  outside  and  smell  the  fresh  air 
Stand  up  proud! 


Peter  Frem  7C 


Among  the  Trees 


Perfect  harmony,  abounding  prosperity, 

The  lake  lies  before  me,  as  clear  as  the  blue  sky, 

The  mountains  it  reflects,  attractive  to  the  eye, 
Reaching  themselves,  caressing  the  vast  blue  sky. 

There  is  a  place. 

Beyond  the  last  minute,  beyond  the  last  hour, 
Beyond  the  last  road,  beyond  the  last  alley, 

I  enjoy  the  lasting  peace  surrounding  my  valley, 

The  perfect  site  for  grace,  away  from  the  rally. 

There  is  a  place. 

If  time  ended  now,  no  matter  to  the  birds, 

Nor  matter  to  the  careless,  happy  honey  bees, 

Nor  matter  to  I,  who  hide  among  the  trees, 

One  can  hear  and  touch  more  than  one  sees. 

There  is  a  place. 

A  temporary  refuge,  the  hope  of  departing, 

Seeing  the  hills  and  mountains  that  majestically  rule, 
Over  the  bold  wolf,  and  the  all-too-simple  mule, 
Compensates  not  the  fact  of  being  hunted  by  many  a  fool. 

There  is  a  place. 

In  the  rhythm  of  space,  in  the  vastness  of  time, 
Beyond  all  doubt,  beyond  all  hope, 

I  can  still  hear  the  voices,  the  mind  is  naive. 

Where  are  thou,  no  matter,  thou  shall  not  find  me. 
Time  continues,  yet  halted  for  I. 

If  the  world  ends  now,  no  matter  to  the  bees, 

Nor  matter  to  I, 

Who  hides  among  the  trees. 


Robert  Zalcman  8 


The  Doomed  Rainforest 

The  turbid,  multicoloured  foliage, 

Leaves  a  distinct  scent  in  your  moist  nostrils. 

The  varied  species  flourish  in  this  animal  heaven. 

The  scented,  rare  orchids  mark  the  lost  trails  we  follow. 

As  we  stare  in  disbelief  at  this  perfect  ecosystem, 
what  could  harm  this  animal  Utopia?  We  ask  our  puzzled  minds, 

A  force  much  stronger  than  time  itself,  one  which  challenges  the 

peace. 

For  it  cares  not  for  the  value  of  the  rainforest. 

The  dampened  leaves,  the  quiet  birds  impatiently  await  the  verdict. 
For  their  beauty  has  no  power  against  the  blind  men. 

As  this  abstract  painting  alights  with  a  flash  of  yellow, 

When  the  agile  cat  springs  forth. 

We  admire  this  sacred  painting,  and  guess  at  its  fate. 

For  even  the  frames  and  paints  eventually  decay. 

And  suddenly  the  picture  alights  with  life, 

For  the  mighty  roar  comes  forth  from  an  alien  object. 

As  it  draws  nearer,  the  trees  tremble  and  the  animals  run. 

For  judgment  day  has  come  and  brought  forth 
The  devastating  machines  to  destroy  this  animal  kingdom. 

Yes,  we  men  are  the  worst  enemy  of  all,  for  we  kill 
For  the  fun  and  leave  the  corpses  to  rot  in  the  sun. 


Philip  Hospod  8B 


Ballads 


JULIUS  CAESAR  . 


He  came,  he  saw,  he  conquered  all 
That  blocked  his  righteous  path 
When  Caesar  crossed  the  Rubicon 
Rome  trembled  at  his  wrath. 

Great  Caesar's  leadership  and  skill 
Impressed  the  fickle  crowd 
Their  loyalty  for  Pompey  lost 
Seduced  by  one  so  proud. 

But  noble  Brutus  grew  to  dread 
His  meteoric  rise 

He  feared  that  ambition  unchecked 
Would  lead  to  Rome's  demise. 

"He  doth  bestride  this  narrow  world" 
But  living  in  his  wake 
Cassius  planned  venomously 
His  death  to  undertake. 

His  augurers  did  prophesy: 

"The  Ides  of  March,  beware" 

But  fearless  Caesar  paid  no  heed 
To  warnings  in  the  air. 

When  Caesar  entered  the  Senate 
On  that  fateful  March  day 
His  dying  proclamation  made 
In  pain,  "Et  tu.  Brute?" 

Mark  Antony  grieved  heavily 
And  to  Caesar  he  swore 
To  seek  revenge  on  his  killers 
"Let  slip  the  dogs  of  war" 

This  tragedy  draws  to  a  close 
General's  judgement  slips 
They  each  committed  suicide 
Caesar's  name  on  their  lips. 


Seth  Ross  8B 


Rock  and  Roll  will  never  die. 


Lasting  until  eternity, 

It’s  an  evolution. 

This  music  has  such  beat  and  sound, 
Just  no  substitution. 

From  Elvis  to  the  Rolling  Stones, 

It  always  has  been  great. 

A  message  in  those  thoughtful  words, 
It  preaches  love  not  hate. 

Chuck  Berry  and  the  Jackson  Five, 
People  from  all  races. 

No  matter  what  country  you’re  from, 
Many,  many  places 

The  bands  are  very  numerous, 
Single  vocalists  too. 

Diana  Ross  and  the  Supremes, 
Clapton  and  the  Guess  Who. 

It  lives  in  the  hearts  of  its  fans, 
Oldies  and  new  ones  too. 

In  radio  on  all  the  time, 

Songs  there  are  quite  a  few. 

There  is  a  lesson  to  be  learned, 
Turn  on  the  radio. 

Listen  to  that  great  rock  and  roll, 
Loud  on  your  stereo. 

I  have  talked  about  rock  and  roll, 
Legends  will  never  die. 

Give  rock  and  roll  a  try  today, 
We’ll  love  it  you  and  I. 


Matthew  Busbridge  8 


Black  in  White 

With  a  gnm  countenance  displayed 
And  pre-selected  pace 

The  coloured  man  began  the  steps 
That  would  soon  free  his  race 

A  man,  a  mission,  a  purpose 
Nothing  could  mar  this  day 
The  threshold  to  his  liberty 
Was  but  one  step  away 

He  walked  monotonously  on 
Past  ranks  of  men  so  grim  . 

As  stagnant  water  in  a  swamp 
Curses  encompassed  him 

A  great  fire  had  been  awakened 
Inside  the  hearts  of  all 
It  led  the  event's  spectators 
To  stand  both  proud  and  tall 

The  first  black  man  in  a  white  school 
James  Meredith  was  he 

By  beating  the  white  system's  laws 
He  set  his  people  free 

His  books  and  bag  were  tossed  and  tom 
And  he  was  ostrasized 
Most  classmates  shunned  him  as  he  walked 
Alone,  abused,  despised 

"I  can't  fight  on  alone,"  quoth  he. 

For  surely  he  was  tired 

In  his  epic  strife  for  knowledge 
Stiff  focus  was  required 

His  dream  of  learning  stayed  alive 
Despite  all  threats  of  force 
Desegregation  won  the  day 
Merredith  won  the  course 


James  Govan  8B 


The  Eternal  Light 


God  had  to  inform  His  people, 
That  they  had  to  not  sin, 

To  enter  His  beautiful  place, 
LUhere  eternal  life’s  within. 

Euery  man  is  a  born  sinner, 

But  God  so  loued  us  all, 

So  He  sent  to  us  our  sauiour, 

To  break  the  deuil’s  w all. 

So  God  chose  a  uiryin  woman, 

Rnd  Mary  was  her  name, 
Through  her  the  holy  Christ  was  born, 
To  raise  us  from  the  flame. 

This  holy  one  in  human  form, 
Whose  message  was  not  clear, 

To  those  who  cared  not  to  listen, 

He  could  not  bring  them  near. 

He  was  accused  of  blasphemy, 
They  captured  him  one  night, 

They  said  he  would  die  on  a  cross, 
They  didn’t  see  the  light. 

So  Jesus  said,” I’ll  die  for  you, 

To  wash  you  from  your  sins, 

For  he  who  belieueth  in  me, 

The  House  of  God  he  wins.” 


Kostas  Hnastopolos  £ 


Winter.  Spring.  Summer.  Autumn 


Winter,  spring,  summer,  autumn, 

The  seasons  come  and  go, 

Once  again  the  flowers  blossom, 
The  streams  begin  to  flow. 

From  the  southern  wilderness 
Come  the  ducks  and  geese, 

Their  spirits  filled  with  eagerness 
To  return  to  their  homes  of  peace. 

They  collect  sticks  to  thatch  their  nest, 
Preparing  to  lay  their  eggs, 

To  give  their  young  a  place  to  rest, 
Beneath  their  mother’s  legs. 

Under  her  soft  and  feathered  wing 
Her  eggs  have  yet  to  hatch, 
nothing  to  do  but  wait  and  sing, 
Watching  round  eggs  that  match. 

Finally  her  small  chicks  emerge, 
They  can  but  breathe  and  eat, 
Bugs  and  worms  she  will  conserve 
For  they  can  barely  use  their  feet. 

The  cold  arrives  and  they  have  shown 
How  they  can  walk,  hunt  and  cry. 
The  young  have  aged  and  fully  grown, 
Down  south  they  now  must  fly. 


The  Sun’s  Black  Glow 


As  night  descends  upon  those  men 
Who  risk  their  lives  each  day, 

For  glory  and  for  countrymen 
Do  they  not  have  a  say? 

The  battle’s  heat  envelopes  them, 
Both  countrymen  and  foe, 

Whose  crimson  blood  dost  flow  as  one 
Beneath  the  sun’s  black  glow. 

In  trenches  deep,  they  do  defend, 

A  man  does  fall  atop. 

With  cry  and  blood  another  dies. 
When  shall  it  ever  stop? 

Who  knows  the  enemy’s  poor  cause? 

They  carry  racist  ways. 

Why  must  men  die?  The  question  cries. 
They  say  the  foe  must  pay. 

A  shadow  of  a  darkened  life. 
Those  men  who  die  each  day. 
From  weapons  beyond  God’s  new  sky, 
Do  they  not  receive  pay? 

The  ones  atop  will  tell  the  troops, 
“This  battle  must  be  fought!” 

Who  knows  the  reason  from  within. 
Death  tells  his  meanings  not. 

Who  shall  console  the  weeping  wife? 
Her  son  and  husband  lost. 

A  family  destroyed  by  war, 
Freedom  demands  its  cost. 


The  Cold  London  Roads 


The  poor  boy  walked  upon  the  roads, 

He  knew  his  death  was  near. 

Because  he  had  no  food  or  drink, 

His  mem'ry  full  of  fear. 

He  had  no  place  to  sleep  or  stay, 

And  few  clothes  on  his  back. 

He  had  no  place  to  go,  no  home, 

He  slept  inside  a  sack. 

He  went  to  town  and  begged  for  food, 

But  he  was  turned  away. 

He  then  became  a  chimney  sweep, 

For  very  little  pay. 

Quite  soon  he  grew  too  large  to  sweep, 

And  lost  again  a  home. 

He  searched  the  streets  for  dropped  shillings, 
Every  street  he  did  comb. 

"Life  is  lonely,"  said  the  poor  boy, 

When  no  one  gives  you  care. 

No  one  came  to  help  our  friend 
'Cause  life's  not  always  fair. 

The  cold  London  roads  wailed  with  grief, 
For  the  poor  little  boy. 

And  death  did  pass  its  touch  upon 
A  life  devoid  of  joy. 


Christian  Meguerditch  8C 


CLAIMING  OF  THE  INNOCENT 


When  Adolf  Hitler  came  to  power, 
He  had  one  goal  in  mind; 

To  have  the  perfect  Aryan  race 
And  leave  the  rest  behind. 

With  an  army  of  fearleSS  Nazis 
The  Jews  he  did  haraSS. 

Along  with  fiendish  followers, 

A  nightmare  came  to  paSS. 

First  came  the  fright  of  Kristallnacht, 
No  synagogue  was  spared. 

The  holy  books  were  set  on  fire, 
The  Jews  were  unprepared. 

The  worst  was  yet  to  come  about, 
Each  Jew  did  fear  from  harm. 

A  yellow  Star  of  David  badge 
Was  placed  on  every  arm. 

Jews  were  deported  to  the  camps, 
Relieved  of  all  their  wealth. 

Gas  chambers  claimed  the  innocent 
Who  were  slain  with  great  stealth. 

Finally  brave  redeemers  came, 
The  lucky  were  set  free. 

Six  million  died  and  few  were  left, 
To  bury  their  “Family”. 


The  Challenge 


The  early  morning  sun  shines  down, 

His  armour  glimmers  bright. 

The  knight  rides  on  his  midnight  steed, 
his  enemy  in  sight. 

The  hazy  mist  begins  to  rise, 

The  dew  is  on  the  grass. 

The  castle  drawbridge  looms  ahead, 
Through  which  he  has  to  pass. 

He  rides  across  the  narrow  moat, 

And  through  the  wooden  gate. 

He  sees  his  lovely  maiden  fair, 

And  ponders  at  his  fate. 

To  win  her  hand  is  his  desire, 

He  will  do  what  he  must. 

He’ll  fight  her  father’s  champion, 
Whose  heart  is  filled  with  lust. 

A  hush  descends  upon  the  crowd, 

The  mighty  lord  appears. 

The  joust  is  now  about  to  start, 

The  air  resounds  with  cheers. 

The  brave  night  lifts  his  trusty  shield, 
And  readies  for  the  fight. 

He  spurs  his  horse,  to  urge  him  on, 

To  charge  with  all  his  might. 

With  lowered  head  the  knight  gains  speed, 
He  turns  and  wheels  around. 

With  one  quick  flick  of  his  long  lance, 
His  foe  lands  on  the  ground. 

The  battle  won,  his  rival  dead, 

He  looks  to  claim  his  prize. 

The  maiden  rushes  to  his  side, 

With  love  light  in  her  eyes. 


Ebony 


This  ballad  is  dedicated 
To  a  three-pound,  black  cat. 

She’s  given  the  name  Ebony, 

And  yes,  she  is  all  that! 

Whenever  she  wants  attention, 
“Meow,  meow,”  is  all  you  hear. 

And  if  you  don’t  acknowledge  her, 
She’ll  bite  you  on  the  ear. 

She  eats  out  of  cutglass  dishes, 
Only  the  best  of  beef. 

But  when  it  comes  to  bev’rages, 
She  likes  Molson  O’Keefe. 

She  wears  emeralds  and  diamonds, 
‘Pon  her  black  velvet  head. 

And  when  she’s  feeling  quite  sleepy, 
Back  to  her  four-post  bed. 

One  of  her  fav’rite  pastimes  is 
To  stalk  birds  and  small  mice. 

And  she’ll  bring  one  to  your  doorstep, 
If  she’s  feeling  nice. 

As  our  old  man  Shaky  would  say, 
Her  beauty  makes  one  weep. 

As  the  dark  of  a  starless  night, 
About  the  world  she  creeps. 

As  sturdy  as  her  namesake, 

A  joyful  life  leads  she. 
Wearing  a  happy  countenance, 
That’s  the  life  of  Ebony. 


Colin  McKenzie 


Will  it  Ever  Stop? 

Crazy  people  on  either  side 
Trying  to  stop  the  peace; 
Innocent  civilians  have  died, 
When  will  the  fighting  cease? 

Extremists  are  waging  a  war, 
Peace  attempts  have  failed, 
Governments  don’t  talk  anymore, 
Terrorists  have  been  jailed. 

Bombings  are  happening  daily, 
Hammas  is  at  the  root, 

Their  main  targets  are  Israeli, 
Who  they  want  to  uproot. 

In  an  ironic  twist  of  fate, 

The  enemy  from  inside, 

Has  chosen  to  assassinate, 
The  man  who  was  our  guide. 

The  prime  minister  is  now  dead, 
The  people  are  in  shock; 
What  is  going  to  lie  ahead, 
Who  will  now  lead  the  flock? 

We  have  to  say  to  all  involved, 
And  make  it  loud  and  clear, 
That  this  dilemma  must  be  solved, 
“‘Enough  of  blood  and  tears.” 


‘Spoken  by  Yitzhak  Rabin 


Mark  Hoffman 
8A 


The  Battle 

Cheerful  birds  sing  in  the  forest 
On  this  bright  and  blithe  day. 

They  turn  to  an  uncharted  path 
Where  a  couple  will  stray. 

“What  a  wonderful  sunny  day!” 

Exclaims  the  handsome  man. 

His  beautiful  girlfriend  agrees 
Just  as  a  storm  began. 

The  gloomy  clouds  indulge  the  skies 
Like  an  opaque  blanket. 

A  crack  of  thunder,  gusts  of  wind 
Will  the  gods  allow  it? 

“You  will  come  with  me  or  suffer!” 
Threatens  a  frightful  voice. 

The  courageous  young  man  screams,  “Never!” 
That  is  his  daring  choice. 

A  sinister  figure  appears 
A  pitchfork  in  his  hand. 

The  man  steps  back  upon  the  road 
Drawing  his  sword  of  frostband. 

The  figure  charges  to  his  death 
A  sword  runs  through  its  heart. 

The  man  walks  back  to  his  mate  and 
Says,  “It’s  over,  sweetheart.” 


By:  Christopher  Chan  8C 


THE  STORM 


The  thunder  roared  and  lightning  crashed, 
Rain  spattered  on  the  ground, 

It  was  not  safe  to  be  outside, 

Even  the  fish  had  drowned. 

Great  sparks  of  light  went  through  the  trees, 
A  fire  was  imminent, 

The  smoke  from  the  fire  filled  the  sky, 
Fire  was  without  lament. 

The  trees  burned  and  fell  to  the  ground, 
Animals  cried  for  help, 

But  God  looked  down  and  said:  “Look  out!", 
A  fox  let  out  a  yelp. 

But  soon  the  fire  gave  way  to  rain, 
Chimneys  of  smoke  arose, 

What  came  of  that  large,  roaring  fire, 
Nobody,  no  one  knows. 

What  started  from  just  a  small  spark, 
Soon  grew  into  a  fire, 

But  nature  creates  and  destroys, 

We  can  only  inquire. 

But  now  the  danger  was  all  gone, 
You’d  say  the  smoke  had  cleared, 

A  stunning  rainbow  filled  the  sky, 
Nature  truly  is  weird. 


Josh  Wilner  8C 


The  Great  War 


It  was  a  time  of  great  darkness, 

For  it  was  the  outbreak  of  war, 

And  all  the  soldiers  knew 
Things  would  never  be  as  before. 

They  went  with  songs  to  the  battle, 
And  thought  war  would  be  great, 
The  men  thought  it  would  be  easy, 
Not  knowing  their  grim  fate. 

And  then  our  brave  men  realized, 
While  fighting  in  the  mud, 

That  war  was  hard,  and  not  pleasant, 
Their  bodies  drenched  in  blood. 

And  the  filth  was  omnipresent, 
They  toiled  in  sweat  and  grime, 
Fleas  ate  away  at  their  bodies, 
Nothing  to  pass  the  time. 

Some  soldiers  were  driven  insane 
By  the  loud  roar  of  guns, 
Infernal  sounds  of  screeching  bombs, 
Had  our  men  on  the  run. 

And  in  the  air  were  great  machines, 
That  soared  above  the  clouds, 
“Help!”  cried  a  frightened  soldier, 
Before  his  body  fell  to  the  ground. 

So  as  the  living  returned  home, 
The  dead  were  all  buried. 

Our  men  lay  in  foreign  graveyards 
Peace  ended  our  worries. 

The  war  finally  came  to  an  end, 

All  the  killing  was  stopped. 

Can  we  forget  the  fields  of  red, 

As  our  men  lay  there  shot? 


Miscellaneous  Poetry 


Homeless 

Why  do  they  ignore  the  cries. 
When  they  are  so  very  loud? 
All  they  ask  for  is  a  place  to  sleep. 
On  these  cold  winter  nights. 

Feet  are  cold. 

Clothes  in  rags. 

The  waste  of  so  many  lives. 

These  nameless  faces  need  help 
To  regain  the  life  they  once  had; 
Before  jobs  were  lost. 

Shadows  on  street  comers. 
Hats  in  their  pale  hands. 
Filled  with  a  few  pennies 
Which  help  fill  the  empty  voids. 

Drained  of  happiness 
and  filled  with  misery. 

A  choice  is  with  them  all: 

To  end  it  now  and  spare  the  pain 
of  being  a  worthless  statistic. 

To  avoid  this  choice 
They  keep  hope  strong. 

Life  is  still  fighting  within 
They  only  need  a  helping  hand 
To  release  it  out  once  more. 


Alex  San  Gregorio  8 


Recipe  Song  For  A  MCMO 


Put  in  some  chicken 
Add  to  it  some  bacon 
stir  it  well  with  cheese 
remember  to  do  this  piece  by  piece 

Take  a  cup  of  salt 
It  is  not  your  fault 
if  you  put  in  too  much 
tell  your  chicken  not  to  punch 

take  your  masterpiece 
Then  go  overseas 
shove  it  in  the  oven 
invite  your  friends  to  eat  him 

The  end 


Mohamed  Mahayni  7C 


TV:  friend  or  foe? 

TV  is  a  friend. 

He  does  not  do  anything  mean, 

He  lets  you  change  his  channel! 

He  is  also  hooked  up  to  another  friend, 

The  VCR! 

This  friend  lets  you  put  another  friend  into  him. 
You  watch  that  friend  and  then  you  rewind  him. 
TV  is  a  friend  and  not  a  foe. 


Edouard  Morin  7C 


Sleepy 

Sleepy, 

that’s  what  I  am, 

What.  .  .  .  is.  .  .  .  it? . 

Sleepiness! 

Sleepy, 

drifting  to  Sleepy  Land, 

everybody . sleeping?? 

Wow!!!  Sleepy  Land . cooooool!!! 

It’s  sleepy  time. 

The  End, 


Justin  Landry  7 


m 

There  was  a  thing 

it  was  called . it? 

It  was  brown,  sticky,  and  gooey. 

It  looked  like  a  table 
and  big  as  an  elephant 
fast  as  a  turtle. 

What  is  IT? 

It  is  evil 

it’s  called . MUD! 


Lucas  Garby  7/ 


The  Cyclops 


The  cyclops  has  one  eye 

he  makes  you  want  to  die, 
his  body  is  all  hairy 
which  makes  him  really  scary, 
his  hobby  is  to  eat 
whatever  he  can  beat, 
he  really  not  clever 
this  makes  him  dumb  as  ever, 
he  has  one  eye,  it  jiggles  like  a  spaz 
once  Ulysses  stabbed  his  eye, 
all  he  could  do  was  scream  and  cry 
then  Ulysses  fled 
and  the  cyclops’  eye  was  red, 
of  course  in  rage,  he  threw  boulders  at  their  boats, 
they  missed,  he  could  not  have  hit  a  herd  of  goats! 


Jerome  Miller  7C 


Paris  and  the  Trojan  War 

A  shepherd  boy  was  young  Paris, 
The  Prince  of  Troy  was  he. 

The  Gods  asked  him  to  make  a  choice, 
For  whom  should  th’apple  be. 

Three  maidens  offered  him  a  bride, 
Wisdom  and  strength  from  two. 

The  last  one  whispered  in  his  ear 
“  It’s  any  girl  for  you!” 

The  lovely  Helen  Paris  chose 
And  brought  her  back  to  Troy. 
There  was  an  oath  that  had  been  made, 
The  princes  attacked  Troy. 

The  Trojans  had  a  strong  army 
They  were  ten  thousand  more. 

A  plan  was  made,  a  horse  was  built 
and  the  Greeks  won  the  war. 


Matthew  Munzar  7( 


The  Cyclops 

There  was  a  cyclops  named  Polyphemus 
he  was  the  king  of  them  all 
His  father  was  Poseidon 
and  his  cave  was  like  a  vast,  grey  hall 

He  loved  gulping  down  sailors 
the  juiciest  were  the  best 
Of  men  he  felt  much  hatred 
it  really  must  be  confessed 

He  lived  on  an  island  with  no  other  men 
goats  grazing  on  lush  green  grass 
mountains  and  caves  all  around  him 
pulling  victims  towards  his  crevass 


Jon  Simonetta  £ 


Nothing 

I  fly  through  the  air 
The  wind  in  my  hair 
I  do  not  care 
When  or  where. 

He  is  short  and  green 
His  countenance  mean 
His  short  legs  lean 
That  frog  I  have  seen 

Where  I  go 
I  do  not  know 
From  whence  he  came 
The  man  with  no  name. 

I  have  met  the  men  who  say  moo 
They  do  not  act  like  me  or  you 
They  stand  on  four  feet  and  eat  grass  in  a  glen 
Often  I  wonder  if  they  really  are  men. 

The  liquid  is  cool 
The  stuff  from  the  pool 
Has  made  me  quite  mad 
And  for  that  I  am  glad... 


Sam  Carsley  8C 


In  a  green  room 
Where  the  sun  don’t  shine 
The  walls  speak  to  me 
And  the  cats  start  to  whine 

It’s  getting  near  dawn 
And  the  stars  turn  to  dust 
A  bright  light  sings 
The  object  of  my  lust 

The  seas  start  to  turn 
And  the  mountains  collide 
The  sky  crashes  downward 
And  the  universe  died 

Swim  through  the  clouds 
And  sing  through  the  day 
The  world  is  forever 
Wherever  I  may 


THE  ROADS  OF  THE  SEA 

Floating  down  the  roads  of  the  sea 
All  lights  are  shining  bright 
In  Venice  people  shout 
Alongside  the  roads  of  the  sea 

Pass  the  island  of  the  dead 
By  the  dreadful  prison 
Prisoners  gazing  out  one  more  time 
Out,  at  the  roads  of  the  sea 

Carnival  has  finally  come 
The  long  awaited  count  begins 
Three  hours  till  midnight  sounds 
And  people  will  shout  in  glee 


Andrew  Johnston  8C 


Tom  Mezey  8B 


Poverty 

The  little  boy  waits  alone  on  the  comer  of  the  street, 
waiting  for  money  on  his  wornout  feet, 
he  throws  out  his  hat  beside  his  feet. 

Waiting  for  a  penny  so  he  can  eat. 

A  generous  man  throws  out  a  dime, 
to  see  the  little  boy’s  face  shine. 

Now  that  he  has  currency  in  his  hand, 

he  trots  down  the  street,  and  waits  at  the  food  stand. 

Tristan  Schulz  8A 

Shadow  of  a  Person 

Today  everyone  has  a  shell, 

‘Cause  they  don’t  want  to  show  what’s  inside. 

They’re  scared  into  saying  farewell, 

Or  else  what  will  hurt  is  their  pride. 


It’s  unsafe  to  show  one’s  true  self, 
Lest  it  be  beaten  into  the  ground. 
You  can’t  be  true  to  yourself 
If  you  don’t  want  yourself  to  be  found. 


Alexis  Asselin  8A 


The  weird  and  deranged  mushroom  thing 

This  monstrous  mushroom  thing, 

Has  been  known  to  shout  “Ding-a-ling!”. 

Before  he  devours  your  house, 

He  picks  his  teeth  with  a  mouse  (Yuck!) 

And  with  an  insatiable  grin, 

He  throws  you  on  his  chin, 

And  with  his  eyes  aglow  he  adds, 

“Would  you  like  it  quick  or  slow?” 

AAAAA 

AAAA 

AAAAA 

AAAAA 

AAA 

o  o 

GULP!  ! 

*★  irk 


Eitan  Yane  8A 


Sign  in  the  Sky 

They  saw  the  star  and  crossed  the  land 
Through  wood  and  rock  they  dashed 
Arriving  before  the  fire  fell 
Safe  when  the  thunder  crashed 


Perched  upon  a  rocky  cliff 
They  saw  their  old  abode 
Seeing  no  fire,  thunder,  or  peril 
Wastefully  back  they  rode 


Hasan  Mirza  8C 


Sports 


The  Race 

The  eyeing  of  the  competitors 
The  visions  of  glory 
The  waves  of  pressure 
The  start  of  the  race  i 

The  words  of  preparation 
The  sound  of  the  gun 
The  strain  of  muscles 
The  burst  of  speed 

The  pounding  of  feet 
The  perspiration  of  champions 
The  cry  of  victory 

The  race 

Conrad  Harrington  7A 


Jackie  Robinson 

Jackie  Robinson  was  an  African-American  who  played  baseball 
for  the  ‘Negro  Leagues’.  He  was  called  up  one  day  to  play  in  the 
majors  for  the  Montreal  Royals.  He  played  very  well  in  his  first 
game.  He  went  through  many  things  while  playing.  He  received  death 
threats  and  more.  He  wasn’t  treated  right  by  many  people.  Most  fans 
didn’t  accept  him.  But  he  kept  his  head  up  high  and  didn’t  let  the 
public  ruin  his  chance  of  creating  a  path  for  future  African- 
Americans  who  wanted  to  play  baseball  at  a  new  level.  Now,  many 
great  players  such  as  Delino  DeShields  remember  the  man  who  gave 
him  the  chance  to  play  in  the  majors,  every  time  he  puts  on  his 
uniform.  Jackie  Robinson  will  always  be  a  legend.  And  he  should  be 
an  example  for  others  in  the  future. 


Elijah  Ho  7C 


The  Sailor 


As  I  enter  the  cockpit, 

I  look  at  the  dimly  lit  lake, 
Anything  can  happen, 
With  the  slightest  mistake! 


As  I  inhale  the  summer-fresh  air, 

I  spot  a  bird  gliding  across  the  water, 

I  prepare  for  the  strong  westerly  winds, 

I  know  the  sea  I  must  conquer! 

Jonathan  Nuss  8A 


The  Feel 

I  race  along  the  countryside. 
The  wind  is  in  my  face. 

The  other  cyclist  is  trailing  me, 
Easily  keeping  pace. 

I  careen  over  rocks  and  roots 
At  nearly  breakneck  speed. 
The  cyclist  behind  is  not  hustling; 
He  has  no  need. 

I  go  down  a  hill,  faster,  faster, 
But  he  still  follows  me. 

Then  I  realise,  all  of  a  sudden, 
THE  FOLLOWER  IS  ME. 


Henry  Buszard  8A 


Wayne  Gretzky:  all-time  leader  in  points 

He  flies  down  the  ice,  a  blur  of  silver,  black,  and  white,  and  positions 
himself  to  the  left  of  the  opponents’  goal.  The  puck  slides  his  way,  and 
Wayne  slaps  it  in  to  tie  the  hockey  game.  The  fans  go  wild.  But  this  is 
more  than  just  another  point  on  the  scoreboard.  With  this  goal,  Gretzky 

j 

has  become  the  all-time  leading  scorer  in  professional  hockey. 

And  this  is  more  than  just  another  hockey  player . this  is  Wayne 

Gretzky,  the  man  who  holds  or  shares  50  NHL  records,  the  man  who  has  led 
his  team  to  four  Stanley  Cups,  the  man  they  call  "the  Great  One." 

Muntasir  Khaled  7C 


Antagonist 

“  Hey,  Jeff,  what  are  you  doing  !  ”  yelled  Mike,  one  of  Jeff’s  teammates  on  his 
football  team.  “  Nothing,  you  bum,  “  yelled  Jeff  as  he  was  hiding  his  drugs.  “  Let’s  go, 
guys,  it  is  time  for  the  big  game,  “  screamed  the  coach.  Just  before  Jeff  left  the  locker 
room  to  go  on  the  field  he  looked  into  a  mirror.  He  saw  his  black  hair  like  black  leather, 
his  long  nose  like  Pinnochio’s  nose  when  he  would  lie,  and  his  light  brown  eyes  like 
the  colour  of  lumber. 

“  Bom  in  Detroit,  Michigan  in  1971,  the  other  team’s  linebacker,  Jeff  ‘  the  psycho  ‘ 
Jacobson”  said  the  announcer  for  the  big  game. 

“  Yea,  baby  !”  yelled  Jeff  as  he  was  running  out  on  the  field.  “  We  are  going  to  beat 
you  bad  “  said  Jeff  to  the  other  team  linebacker. 

After  the  game  Jeff  was  furious  because  they  had  lost  against  his  enemy’s  team. 

He  was  blaming  the  loss  on  his  teammates. 


Josh  Mitchell  7C 


Seasons 


Spring 


The  platinum  sun 
Shines  luminously. 

Sterling  droplets  of 
Melting  snow 

Gather  in  shimmering  pools 

To  reveal  the  emerald  grass. 

Vividly  colored  buds 
Spurt  from  tree  limbs. 

Spring, 

A  season  of  mirth,  joy, 
And  rebirth. 


1  ip  or  3  or)  u 


Tim  Dobby  QP 


Spring  is  a  great  time  for  me  and  everybody. 
Spring  relieves  everybody  from  the  winter  pressure. 

We  come  close  to  finishing  the  school  year. 
Everybody  is  excited  to  go  outside  and  play  in  grass, 

not  in  the  horrible  snow. 

Overall,  spring  is  one  of  the  best  seasons. 


Teddy  Kyres  7  A 


Spring 


For  me  spring  is  a  very  important  season.  For  most  people  it’s  a  new  start,  and 
everybody  gets  a  second  chance.  Spring’s  main  months  are  April  and  May.  For  me 
spring  symbolises  the  start  of  new  outdoor  activities.  Out  goes  curling,  and  in  comes 
baseball.  For  some  reasons  spring  also  brings  my  family  closer  together.  I  think  it’s 
because  we  get  to  do  more  outdoor  activities,  such  as  walking  my  dog,  or  going  to  the 
park.  Anyhow,  no  matter  how  you  look  at  it,  spring  is  still  spring. 


Mario  D’otolo  7A 


Spring 

Spring  is  the  time  to  rejuvenate  your  mind  and  set 
yourself  on  a  new  path  .  It  is  a  time  to  free  yourself  of  all 
your  past  and  jump  into  a  new  year  of  exciting  things.  The 
joy  and  wonders  of  life  happen  in  spring  . 


Patrice  Itov  7  A 


Spring 

As  the  snow  lifts  off  the  ground, 

A  new  beginning  can  be  found, 

Buds  start  to  grow  on  trees, 

Babies  start  to  crawl  on  their  knees. 

Birds  chirp  and  bells  ring. 

Children  laugh,  cry  and  sing 
There  is  a  magical  feeling  in  the  air, 

Spring  is  here  and  it  is  truly  fair. 

Ben  Spencer  7  A 

Spring 

S  oftly  coming 

P  ushing  winter  away 

Flushing  streams.  .  . 

I  feel  life  pulsing 

N  ot  the  harshness  of  the  snow- 
covered  months 

one  is  cold 


Jonathan  Verrall  7A 


Spring 

I  think  I  speak  for  pretty  much  everybody  when  I  say  that  spring  is  my  favourite 
time  of  year.  Everything  and  everyone  is  rejuvenating  itself.  It  is  the  time  of  of  year  that 
gives  you  another  chance  at  life,  starts  you  off  with  a  clean  slate. The  birds  are 
returning  north  and  the  animals  are  coming  out  of  hibernation.  It’s  the  best  time  of  year. 


Spring 

SPRMG  IS  A  VERY  SPECIAL  TIME 
THE  BUDS  COME  BACK  TO  IRRITATE 
PEOPLE’S  EYES,  YOU  HEAR  THE  JOYS 
AND  CRIES  OF  YOUNG  ONES  WHO  PlAY 
OUTSIDE 


Sebastian  Negrete  7 


SPRING  IS  A  TIME  WHEN  THE  BEARS 

AND  THE  BIRDS  COME  BACK  TO  SING  THEIR 
LOVELY  MELODIES  OF  THE  SPRING.  IT  IS  A  BREAK 
FROM  THE  COLD  WINTER  AND  IT  IS  TRULY  A  BEAUTIFUL 
TIME 

Roderick  Leider  7A 


Spring  has  Arrived 

For  most  people  spring  is  a  time  of  liveliness  and  of  rejuvenation.  In  spring 
everyone  is  happy,  children  play  and  adults  relax. The  smell  of  freshly  mown  grass  and 
the  barking  of  dogs  makes  everyone  jubilant.  The  new  buds  on  trees  slowly  unfold  to 
form  beautiful  green  leaves.  The  sound  of  rushing  water  as  streams  bubble  over  their 
banks.  The  sun  is  shining  in  the  rich  blue  sky  as  boisterous  young  children  frolic  in  the 
grass.  Spring  is  a  beautiful  time  of  year. 


Philip  Oliver  8A 


Spring 

Spring  has  come, 

And  not  a  minute  too  soon. 

Now  as  we  hear  the  humingbirds  hum, 
And  the  robins  sing  at  the  moon, 

We  come  to  see  how  long  the  winter  was, 
And  how  the  flowers  are  so  pretty  in  bloom. 


As  the  tulips  grow  tall, 

And  the  warm  sun  heats  us  up, 

And  little  boys  and  girls  play  baseball, 

Shorts  are  now  more  in  view. 

But  the  best  thing  of  all, 

School  is  gone  till  the  fall! 

Luke  Slinger  7C 


Spring 

Spring  is  here,  the  birds  have  come  back  and  are  singing  away. 
Spring  is  here,  the  snow  has  been  gone  for  many  days. 
Spring  is  here,  the  sun  is  shining. 

Spring  is  here,  the  trees  are  budding. 

Spring  is  here,  we  can  go  out  to  play. 

Spring  is  here,  farmers  are  planting  their  hay. 

Spring  is  here,  the  flowers  are  here. 

Spring  is  here,  the  summer  is  near. 


Bobby  Cranker  7C 


A  SUMMER’S  NIGHT 


Once  apon  a  summer’s  night, 

I  saw  a  terrible  sight , 

I  couldn’t  quite  understand  it 
I  thought  I  was  going  to  have  a  fit. 


It  was  a  large  hideous  thing  , 
it  seemed  to  jump  on  a  spring. 
I  wondered  what  it  could  be, 
could  it  see? 


It  jumped  around  for  an  hour, 
when  would  it  run  out  of  power? 
I  guess  it  would  never  die, 
but  would  I? 


Derek  Simon  8A 


Haiku 


Winter 


Winter  is  coming 
The  birds  are  hibernating 
It  is  very  cold. 

Spring 


Spring  is  very  warm 
The  birds  are  returning  home 
The  trees  are  all  green 


Christopher  Robinson  7C 


The  four  seasons  of  my  life 


During  winter 
it  is  freezing  cold 
like  a  splinter 
and  is  very  bold 

During  spring 
the  flowers  bloom 
the  birds  sing 

and  butterflies  come  out  of  their  cocoon 

During  summer 
the  trees  are  green 
I  play  soccer 
with  my  team 

During  fall 
I  go  back  to  school 
I  go  to  the  mall 
after  I  go  in  the  pool 


Christopher  Blake  7C 


ROYAL  COMMONWEALTH  ESSAY 


COMPETITION 


MONEY:  THE  ROOT  OF  ALL  EVIL? 


"Money  makes  the  world  go  'round"  as  the  saying  goes,  money  is  what  drives  ou 
society.  Be  it  the  German  mark,  the  American  dollar  or  the  Japanese  yen,  one  thing 
unites  all  people,  the  quest  for  more.  Some  philosophers  blame  money  as  the  root  of  all 
evil.  Anyone  who  supports  this  contention  must  be  in  dire  need  of  a  scapegoat.  Money  is 
not  the  root  of  all  evil,  human  nature  is. 

Since  primitive  tribes  in  the  cradle  of  civilization  began  bartering  and  trading 
polished  seashells  for  goods  and  services,  and  the  first  currencies  of  the  ancient  world, 
people  have  been  obsessed  with  amassing  material  wealth.  This  was  the  birth  of  greed. 
Greed  is  a  silent  companion  for  many  of  us,  lurking  in  the  far  shadows  of  our  minds, 
waiting  to  pounce  at  an  opportune  moment  and  prey  on  our  waning  consciences.  We  all 
have  the  elements  of  greed  in  us,  we  would  be  deceiving  ourselves  to  deny  it,  but  it  is 
with  those  who  are  weak  of  will  that  greed  takes  root.  When  greed  takes  control  of  one's 
life,  that  is  where  the  corruption  occurs. 

However  much  we  blame  money  for  our  problems  we  realize  that  it  is  a  necessity. 
It  was  essential  to  our  evolution  as  a  society  to  develop  currency.  It  was  an  unavoidable 
eventuality.  If  we  now  blame  money  for  all  our  debauchery,  we  are  distorting  the  facts 
so  that  we  will  not  have  to  face  the  issue  that  as  humans,  evil  is  in  our  nature.  Society 
would  be  much  different  without  money.  We  would  be  reduced  to  trading  livestock  and 
grain.  However,  there  would  still  always  be  someone  stockpiling  grain.  There  would 
always  be  someone  who  wanted  more  cattle.  The  elements  of  greed  would  still  be 
blatantly  clear.  Even  if  we  remove  money  from  civilization,  our  problems  reveal 
themselves  to  run  much  deeper. 

Money  is  excellent  motivation,  for  good  and  evil.  Anyone  could  recite  a  list  of 


crimes  which  can  be  motivated  by  greed:  mugging,  murder,  bank  robbery, 
embezzlement  and  tax  fraud  come  to  mind.  Money  could  not  always  be  the  cause  of 
atrocity.  Most  violent  crimes,  like  murder,  are  incited  by  rage,  revenge  or  mental 
illness.  Many  noble  exploits  have  been  driven  by  the  quest  for  riches.  Where  would  we 
be  now  if  Christopher  Columbus  had  not  been  searching  for  a  shorter  route  to  the  spoils 
of  the  far  East?  What  would  happen  if  Thomas  Edison  had  not  dreamed  of 
revolutionary  new  inventions  in  the  hopes  of  striking  it  rich?  In  truth,  those  who  say 
money  is  the  root  of  all  evil  could  also  say  it  is  the  root  of  all  ingenuity. 

The  nature  of  money  depends  on  to  what  use  it  is  put.  From  the  excesses  of 
decadent  Roman  banquets,  to  the  lavish  appointments  of  Buckingham  Palace,  money  has 
been  used  for  many  useless  and  indulgent  things.  On  the  contrary,  money  charitably 
used  to  clothe  homeless  orphans,  or  fund  AIDS  research  is  beyond  reproach.  If  money 
was  evil  how  could  it  do  so  much  good  in  our  world?  The  Terry  Fox  fund  for  cancer 
research  has  raised  over  a  hundred  and  fifty  million  dollars  since  1980.  No  one  would 
dare  say  this  money  was  evil. 

There  are  three  basic  classes  in  our  society,  all  determined  by  their  material 
wealth.  Each  class  has  a  different  outlook  on  money.  The  upper  class  has  more  than 
sufficient  money  but  is  driven  by  greed  to  accumulate  more.  The  middle  class  usually 
works  hard  for  its  money  and  dreams  about  someday  having  enough  to  join  the  ranks  of 
the  upper  class.  The  lower  class  struggles  to  survive  on  what  it  has,  often  destitute,  it  has 
an  extreme  appreciation  for  the  value  of  money.  Crime  is  significantly  more  prolific  in 
the  lower  class.  Sometimes  people  need  to  steal  and  kill  to  live.  In  this  way,  money  is  not 


the  root  of  all  evil,  the  lack  of  it  is. 


The  quest  for  money  is  what  fuels  our  capitalist  and  intensely  competitive  system, 
Every  company  wants  to  be  more  successful  and  serve  more  customers.  This  forces 
businesses  into  price  wars  and  product  improvements  which  are  ultimately  passed  on  to 
the  consumer.  This  endless  search  for  better  products  is  what  is  going  to  propel  our 
science  and  technology  into  the  twenty-first  century.  Bill  Gates  would  not  be  a  billionaire 
if  he  hadn't  recognized  the  need  for  a  better  computer,  and  refined  it  to  keep  up  with 
the  industry.  Without  ambition  and  money  our  society  would  still  be  in  the  dark  ages. 

Money  in  the  hands  of  one  person  can  be  as  dangerous  as  a  gun  in  the  hands  of 
another.  The  National  Rifle  association's  motto  "Guns  don't  kill  people,  people  kill 
people"  applies  to  money  as  well.  Money  is  only  as  diabolic  as  the  hands  that  hold  it. 
Money  does  not  cause  evil  on  its  own,  it  just  gives  wicked  people  an  excuse  to  act  on 
their  unwholesome  intentions. 

If  money  is  not  the  root  of  all  sin,  the  question  still  remains,  what  is?  It  would  be 
much  to-simple  to  claim  that  malevolence  is  a  product  of  money.  This  question  has  been 
intriguing  our  ancestors  since  time  immemorial.  The  root  of  all  that  is  heinous  could  not 
be  just  one  element.  It  would  be  like  saying  that  the  meaning  of  life  boiled  down  entirely 
to  the  act  of  procreation.  This  is  a  scandalous  over-simplification.  I  do  believe,  however 
that  evil  is  intricately  related  to  the  state  of  society's  moral  values.  It  is  widely  accepted 
that  children  who  are  instilled  with  healthy  standards  and  priorities  are  less  likely  to  be 
juvenile  delinquents.  It  is  the  responsibility  of  parents  and  guardians  to  teach  their 
children  to  distinguish  good  from  evil.  Crumbling  social  values  breed  corruption. 
Ignorance  is  another  major  cause  of  strife  in  the  world.  All  racism  and  prejudice  stems 
from  ignorance.  Fear,  hate,  and  ignorance  help  cause  the  most  nefarious  crime  of  all. 


genocide.  It  happened  in  Germany  during  World  War  II  and  ethnic  cleansing  continues 
today  in  Bosnia.  These  are  evil  components  of  our  society  that  cannot  be  attributed  to 
money. 

Money  is  a  useful  necessity  in  our  everyday  lives.  We  have  money  to  thank  for 
the  invention  of  the  light  bulb,  telephone  and  countless  other  household  items  of  which 
we  take  advantage.  Without  money,  nothing  would  propel  explorers  except  for  their 
adventurous  spirit.  Money  is  a  common  bond  that  unites  us  all.  Evil  Is  caused  by  a 
myriad  of  factors  including  greed,  but  it  would  be  utterly  unfair  to  pin  the  blame 
squarely  on  money.  We  should  recognize  the  great  things  money  has  inspired  people  to 
do  and  the  good  it  has  been  used  for.  Money  is  a  tool  which  can  be  used  for  the  forces 
of  purity  or  atrocity.  This  decision  is  governed  by  human  nature  and  is  as  infinitely 
complex  as  each  one  of  us.  Ultimately,  there  is  no  sole  root  of  all  evil.  If  there  were  life 
would  be  much  simpler.  Evil  is  an  amorphous  cancer  that  spreads  through  our  world 
with  no  clear  boundaries,  but  we  must  attempt  to  cauterize  this  plague  and  combat  it 
with  sound  values. 


Seth  Ross  8B 


Dong-Guan,  Canton,  China,  1930. 


My  paternal  great-grandfather  had  always  prided  himself  in  being  able  to  make  his  lit, 
from  a  bustness  which  glorified  two  important  inventions  by  the  Chinese  people:  gunpowder  a, 
paper.  He  was  the  owner  of  one  of  the  largest  fireworks  factories  in  China. 

It  was  a  crisp  December  morning.  The  cold  air  from  Siberia  was  too  much  for  tl 

inhabitants  of  this  sub-tropical  city.  Even  a  Canadian  like  myself,  who  is  used  to  Arctic  onslaugh, 

found  my  teeth  clenching  and  my  body  shivering  in  the  unheated  sleeping  quarters  of  area 
grandfather's  house. 


Since  I  only  had  one  day  here,  having  swapped  life  with  Grandpa,  I  was  not  going  to  was 
my  time  eating  breakfast.  I  got  up,  dashed  out  of  bed,  bundled  up  and  headed  straight  to  the  firewotl 
factory  on  a  bicycle.  I  did  not  know  whether  or  not  it  was  genetic,  but  I  have  always  been  fascinate 
by  firecrackers  and  pyrotechnics  since  my  parents  brought  me  to  one  of  the  annual  intemation; 
fireworks  competitions  in  Montreal.  Grandpa  promised  me  that  I  could  tour  the  factory  without  an 
prohibitions  and  that  I  could  also  try  out  the  finished  products  myself.  In  return,  I  also  promised  hi, 

that  he  could  attend  all  my  classes  at  school  without  interference  and  that  he  could  try  to  tackle  all  nr 
assignments  and  projects.  I  think  it  was  a  fair  exchange. 


The  big  sign  "Kwong  Cheong  Leong",  hung  vertically  but  conspicuously  on  the  hea 
black  iron  gate  which  guarded  the  entrance  to  the  factory  compounds.  The  sign  meant  "Far-reach 
Prosperity",  an  auspicious  name  for  a  highly  successful  enterprise.  Security  was  tight;  there  w, 
several  armed  personnel  to  inspect  the  identities  of  the  comers  and  the  goers.  "We  don't  have  a  cho 

because  we  are  dealing  with  explosives  here,"  explained  one  of  them  to  a  man  trying  to  gain  entry 
sell  some  food  to  the  workers. 


The  factory  employed  about  one  thousand  people.  Their  products  were  sold  under  tht 
brand  name  Golden  Umcom".  Dynamite  sticks  and  firecrackers  were  in  great  demand  in  North 
America  and  Europe  for  mining,  rail  construction  and  movie-making.  In  spite  of  the  U.S.  stock  market 
crash  in  1929  and  the  beginning  of  the  Great  Depression,  great-grandfather's  business  was  still  all  right 
as  many  newly  discovered  mines  in  the  western  parts  of  the  United  States  kept  orders  buoyant. 
Furthermore,  the  internal  conflict  between  the  ruling  Nationalists  and  the  Communists  for  ultimate 
control  of  China  resulted  in  constant  battles  in  the  remote  provinces  in  the  North.  Orders  for 
gunpowder  and  explosives  were  particularly  strong. 


The  factory  manager  showed  me  the  manufacturing  process  on  the  factory  floor.  Most 
fireworks  were  made  by  packing  gunpowder  in  hollow  paper  tubes.  Small  amounts  of  special 
chemicals  were  added  to  the  gunpowder  to  create  colors:  sodium  to  produce  yellow,  strontium  for  red, 
copper  and  barium  for  blue  and  green  and  charcoal  to  give  the  rocket  a  sparkling,  flaming  tail. 

The  most  exciting  part  of  my  day  was  when  the  factory  manager  finally  brought  me  to  the 
"testing  field"  to  try  out  some  of  the  finished  products.  Chains  after  chains  of  firecrackers  exploded  in 
the  special  kiln  built  to  test  them.  I  learned  then  and  there  that  firecrackers  packed  with  'white' 
gunpowder  explode  many  times  louder  than  those  packed  with  'black'  gunpowder.  It  was  so  much  fun 
sending  a  starburst  of  rockets  into  the  clear  sky.  Finally,  the  factory  manager  pushed  out  a  rack  from  a 
nearby  storage  area;  it  was  another  one  of  the  fireworks  which  made  patterns  in  the  sky.  He  beckoned 
me  to  light  the  fuse.  I  did.  There  was  a  loud  explosion  and  the  whole  package  was  screaming  towards 
the  evening  firmament.  A  few  explosions  were  heard  in  the  clouds  and  then  before  my  very  eyes  three 
big  Chinese  characters  appeared  in  the  sky.  It  was  my  Chinese  name!  Grandpa  wanted  to  surprise  me 
and  I  must  say  he  had  succeeded. 

Not  to  be  outdone,  I  thanked  myself  for  the  foresight  of  having  left  him  something  as  a 
surprise  on  my  computer  at  school.  When  he  turned  it  on,  two  big  English  words  would  greet  him  on 
the  screen:  his  name.  Was  it  telepathy  or  coincidence? 


Christopher  Cheung 
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